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BOOK I 


THE VOLCANO 




CHAPTER I 


DEPARTURE 

After Consequences Pontius Pilate proposed Ambitions ; 
everyone said “OK Ambitions ” and Ambitions it was 
Harry began . “ My ambition is to be in at the Revolution/" 
and he was condemned to dehver an exhortatory speech to 
that half of the nation which he had not obliterated, which he 
did very well, being the senior Red present Then one of 
Lydia’s admirers said • “ To write one good l5n:ic before I die,” 
and when he had dehvered a couple of quatrams, obviously 
prepared, hoping that when the birds of his Love’s day had 
grown silent his lady would lift for his nightingales the white 
moon, the turn came to Lydia 
“ No, It’s his turn,” she protested, pointing with her silk- 
stockinged toes at Francis Charmg 
“ I claim privilege , since this party is to celebrate my 
departure for Spam and a decent chmate, I ought to be exempt.” 

“ Ambition,” they shouted, and Pontius Pilate hooted 
politically, and he had to give in after all He stood up and 
crossed his throat “ Finger’s wet, finger’s dry, cut my throat 
if I tell a lie My ambition is to . to stand on the chancel 
steps of an empty cathedral and play solidly through the works 
of John Dowland on the archlute, Morley, too, perhaps ” 

“ That’s spoiling the game,” remarked Esther, “ jbut it’s a 
good one for effect ” 

“ If you can’t be truthful be effective,” added Pilate, which 
did something to explain his nickname 
But It had not been spoken for more effect than the game 
allowed, Francis knew , he had pondered several Ambitions, 
such as “ to do one job honest-to-God soundly before I die ” 
or “ thoroughly to believe m myself ” , but the latter had 
been somehow disconcertmg and the former had seemed 
priggish, as do all ambitions to contemporary society, when 
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LEAN MEN 

one comes to think of it, save that of making money The 
cathedral and the lute, yes, the external circumstances were a 
bit showy 

In default of a lute, condemned to deliver a precis of one of 
Mr Ramsay MacDonald’s speeches,” sentenced Esther 

The world is a most confusing thing, like syntax Lydia’s 
turn.” She looked at him venomously and then softened her 
gaze a little as if she wished to cancel the venom but not the 
bite 

‘‘ Everyone knows it,” she declared offhandedly, and the 
jealpus males present, and that was all of them excepting Harry, 
wondered whether she was referring to Francis or to becoming 
the finest woman pianist of the day This she was quite 
likely to do, at least so far as the modems and Bach were 
concerned 

When the party broke up, some of them commiserated 
facetiously with him about daggers m the back, others hummed 
a bar or two of the famous old ballad about a gay senorita and 
a dehcate amputation , a few were silent. He hoped Lydia 
would give him the opportumty of speakmg to her, but her 
circle gathered roimd her with a hint of protection that exas- 
perated him 

Harry drew him aside a moment and said You’ll be in 
at the death of Alfonso, in my opinion Lucky devil, I’d hke 
your job, though I suppose you’re the only man the Comintern 
could have chosen for it I may see something of your reports 
to the InternationaU but if you’d like to send me a pnvate 
political survey, I’d be really pleased ” 

The other men whooped a httle and then hurried of£ with 
Lydia to her fiat, where they would kiss her hand, purely in 
homage to her technique, and gaze with abstruse reflections at 
the door , which would chck so decisively in their faces 

Francis wandered up to Jack Straw’s pond at the top of the 
street, meamng to take a blow before plungmg through the 
December fogs to his room m Pimhco Lord, what a thmg 
was Life » ‘‘ Precis of a Bolshevik biography,” Esther should 

have demanded 

I Bom in Flinthouse Farm on the Wiltshire Downs with a 
wmdow horizon of a thm hne of larch trees climbmg a hog’s- 
back of grey-green turf Sound of the western wmd in the 
roof all days and nights Larch trees early become significant 
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m a non-arboreal way Childhood deficient in anecdotes 
Gas speciahst during the war, but not being a poet or a novehst 
had no profound reactions at the time, unless it was a craving 
for sunlight and travel Completed apprenticeship and 
piomptly exported myself to Spam, almost absentmindedly 
Why Spam Dunno Delayed response to war, I suppose ; 
of course there was ship-captam great-grandfather Roy, 
buned m the civil cemetery at Cadiz, and everybody at Flint- 
house had known that Cadiz was ‘ a httle silver cup of a city ^ 
Some astonishment at discovering that my religion had dis- 
appeared unobserved Starved and half-starved by turns as 
a docker in Barcelona Modest and joyful practices of the flesh. 

“A few Itrikes and lockouts Enjoyed them Without 
political ideas bought a gun Fired it once or twice at tree 
trunks and then put it away A fresh wave of strikes and then 
one day found myself behind a barricade of bncks in the docks, 
plugging joyfully at a pohce charge Slightly wounded by 
glancing bullet Beat up a government spy the same day 
and then, still having no pohtical ideas, forgot it all when the 
strike collapsed Threw gun into the dock A httle music 
as alternative to exaggerated vice, lurking sense of danger in 
the experience of music A Catalan wife, on discovering the 
monotony of commercial copulation. Became a peasant 
farmer on the outer edge of the Pyrenees A child , death of 
child and wife That doesn’t reduce to a precis ” 

The stormy quality of Barcelona, most turbulent of European 
^cities, still swept into his imagination at the thought Too 
clearly he remembered Sister Mercedes who paraded up and 
down the children’s wards on visitors’ day with a convent-made 
doll m her arms, arousing longing m the children, and Sister 
Innocencia who followed her trymg to persuade destitute 
parents to buy raffle tickets for the doll, in aid of that work of 
Christ’s love And that afternoon when the matron nun had 
refused admission to the pnvate doctor they had fee’d with a 
half of their savings, even though the house doctor had desired 
It. “ In this place no one conimands but me,” she had shouted 
when Angela, his wife, had timidly presented the doctor’s 
letter ' The curt note two days later 

“ The child Tomasio Piver Charing has. died this day, having 
recdived the comfort of spiritual mmistrations RIP” 

And upon the head of the paper a smudged engraving of an 
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aix^^pi^-lake, bearing a snuggling child upwards through 
Yapo^&4 Angela’s distraction, partial recovery, and death, 
Tl^re Was no bitterness m that Death reduces to a precis, 
it Was Itself a precis 

*‘For the rest, Esther, you must permit a little influx of 
poetry. A sudden passionate longing for England, a kind of 
wefling up of love, not for tariffs and a balanced budget, but 
rather for hchened apple trees, the straw weathercock above the 
season’s last nek and hares lolloping over the young com . . , 
softer things perhaps Returned to find father dead, Flmthouse 
sold up, the orchard left to me and relations quarrelling pohtely 
about It, less politely on my appearance. 

“ The devil of sophistication had entered. London then, 
and factory work. Suddenly revolted by the leprous disorder 
of Pntish mdustry and its urban expression, hoardings, slums, 
vSii-suburbs, newspapers, etc. Fresh unrest still of an 
unpolitical sort due m part to past hfe A man who spends 
the colourqd twenties of his life in a foreign land, i^ happy and 
sad there and returns at last to his own, loving it, finds that he 
has lost the habit and stamp of home too much for ii^tural 
friendship All this while strugglmg to reduce a chaotic ware- 
house to order. Steady advance m financial and business 
position. Growmg anger at cormpt and footling inefficiency 
of average business unit 

“ A chance remark from an employee of another department, 
your husband to be precise, Esther ‘ You ought to be a Red, 
Charmg, you have a sense of order ’ Weeks of argument anci 
then modest work in the Party Jumor warehouse manager 
of prominent firm sells Daily Workers on the street, and hkes it. 
A few meetmgs at Rag Fair, Portobello Road. Assist with 
organization of a Hunger Maich Meet Colonel Macia, the 
exiled Catalan patnot and repubhean m Pans one week-end 
dunng a mmor official errand Begm to dream about Spain 
agam. Now find unwitting exploits m general strike at Bar- 
celona pleasant memones. Become local secretary Resign 
business post to become paid orgamzer. Short training visit 
to Moscow, great joy at fibadmg things there better than I’d 
secretly believed Return and straightway get three months 
second division for a casual seditious utterance Upon release 
take up old post ait warehouse till fresh political situation 
Vacant In other words, the normal run of Red politics, 
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which also reduce to a precis, the hope of order ami^^ con- 
temporary anarchy* No, Esther, ^ a passion for justice ’ isn’t 
a precis but notes for a speech ^ .fr 

Despite happiness still hungenng for peaOe throughout 
this latter period Love then Elizabeth and later for' 
the rest my private sensibility, though confused, is more 
accurate than current scandal ” 

Francis Charmg’s first meeting with Ehzabeth had been at a 
guitar recital of Segovia. His seat had been next to the leading 
translator from the Chinese, who had spent the first half of the 
progiamme between falling asleep over the Analects of Con- 
fucius and snoring softly at the music At the mterval he had 
copied the Press cntics and deserted his cheap seat and sat 
beside Elizabeth whom he had seen at Harry’s study 
Afterwards they had gone to Poggioh’s little restaur^^pn 
Charlotte Street and enthused over Segovia and the instrr^^t. 

‘‘ Its power to suggest is its chief charactenittef^li^befii 
had n^rted , to him, a modest performer on th^nstrument, 

uneqmvocal statement 

W "is ‘one^ ^ the few really musical mstruments 
le^rm manland since the disappearance of the lute, Miss 
Helston ” 

She had replied . “ My name is Ehzabeth ” 

Elizabeth, then,” and he had taken her hand. From the 
very first she looked him in the face and did not withdraw her 
hand There were some women hke that, too fine and pure 
for life. It seemed They were much together for the rest of 
the season and then he had asked her to marry him, directly, 
without prelude. 

“ No, Francis^ I am sorry — I don’t beheve in marriage.” 

“'But I want you,” he had replied, and utterly without 
premeditation he had gathered her in his arms and said’ 
“ Then hve with me, Elizabeth ” She had si^ed and said 
“OK ”, which reminded him unpleasantly of the warehouse , 
and with no more difficulty than that, he had taken a single 
room m Gray’s Inn Road The sordidity of the meanest 
thoroughfare in London had been unnoticed by both of them 

Dear Ehzabeth, was there no comfort one could give a 
woman one had betrayed The least satisfactory of life’s 
experiences is seduction, after that betrayal He had 'not 
foreseen Lydia 
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had been lying near a bend of grey rushes and 
tattered sedge on the River Kennet when a kingfisher had 
darted through th,q, willows and perched excitingly upon a weir 
hatch. Lydia had entered his life like that, arousing wild and 
dar^g; rp^agination in him There was uneasy longing even 
m leav^£ tins Hampstead, where she lived, to descend to the 
rhetpc|y .nh^iness of Pimlico It would be a painful good to 
leave .Bagjand for a while When a man loves two women and 

they insist upon decision he must get away, out of the marshes 
of feehng into a place of hard rock and vertical sun And 
when such a man has been happy m a foreign land, when even 
a false note m a child’s five-finger exercises, convertmg it into 
one of the sun-steeped modes of Spain, is injurious m its 
ev€t^tory power, it is best that he should go back to that place 
md^ralect. Usually he will be disappomted, but at least he 
will have one illusion the less In this case, Francis knew, he 
svouM not be disappomted That the International had en- 
rusted him with the post of Spamsh organizer was the greatest^ 
>f fortunes The death of Alfonso,” Harry had said Ai* 
•pot of action would be excellent, like arriving at a clean ar6te o 
*oimd gramte after a shoot of screes 

Francis chmbed on to the last ‘‘ 24 ” and the conductoi 
tumbled at having to moun^ the stairs , somehow it made 
um long even more to get away 

A man who has caught the last bus m from Hampstead rarely 
gets out of a Pimhco bed within half an hour and carefully 
dresses m order to take a taxi bacLto Hampstead 

It was partly the effect of that hooting on the river at the 
bottom of the road The callmg of tugs upon a midmght tide 
was the loveliest poetry of London, poor idiot product of the 
industnal revolution He had placed marks m his diary 
agamst the dates of night tides ; to he in bed and hear that 
calMng of . . . ships, through the sooty branches of trees and 
over house-tops was a restless joy. This night it might be 
only the tug Freda dragging the dumbcraft Dinkie and Griffin 
up to Bientford docks, but it souhded like the past of sunlight 
md freedom calling through a veil of present estuary fog with 
the voice of the future. 

Approaching Lydia’s door he felt sick with excitement, as 
jver. There would be another scene, she would demand his’ 
iecision, she wouldn’t even skirmish , she would 
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straight away m the manner of mpdem music. Lydia opened 
the dooi to him herself and led him directly to her bedroom 
“ Well ” she said in a tone of invitation to battle, or love 
“ I came to say good-bye I wasn’t content wi^ saymg it 
at the party ” 

“ Are you paying all your calls at this time of mght ” 

“ No, some of them, the most interesting ” He got ready 
to parry, a sheaf of retorts presented themselves to his tongue, 
it was definitely an affair of the tongue,^ he did not want to 
quarrel but to throw his arms round her and plead for time. 
She was wearing that present the Grotnan Hall ushfer would 
have gasped to see She was colounng as he snapped " 
“ What the devil did you give me that opemng for ? ” 

Neither did Lydia wish to s^tnke back Could not this man 
see that she was longing to take him to her bed ? She did not 
even wish him to ask for that, his aheady granted pnvilege ; 
could he not see she had put on the silk mghtdress that with 
pnproper humour he had placed mside a bouquet of flowers 
he had caused to be handed to her after a recital at the Grotnan 
Hain 

Oh, just to have the familiar brawl, I imagine , don’t hurt 
my wrists this time if we fight ” Yet she longed to feel his 
hands upon her, the points of her breasts were glowing with 
longmg for him To-morrow he would be gone, to work 
beneath the foundations of a Dictatorship , she had confidence 
m his skill, yet what had happened to the last Spanish organ- 
izer ? Everyone guessed, Francis guessed, though no one said 
much about it in his presence. 

He wm9ed a little at her reply, not at the melancholy truth, 
nor at the spiritual wearmess in her voice, but because the 
solution of all private evils seemed so near at hand, somewhere 
within the grasp of the mind if only one cared to reach out for 
It , what it was he did not know 

How lovely she was Lydia never made any attempt to 
soften the colour of her young Jewish beauty Her cheeks, 
usually unashamedly rosy but now a little pallid, almost matched 
the hue of her bps , almost black hair, not excessively abundant 
but buoyant and springy, seemed to ride like a black foam, 
especially when she sat at the keyboard- Between the hems 
her dark Venetian green wrap her thigh, protruded , her 
nightdress caught up on the edge of the bed disclosed its white 
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firm fiesh, which barely yielded to the pressure of the forearm 
resting upon it, its lines as finely drawn as Ingres pencil work 
At his glance she covered her leg with her wrap He rose 
and ht the gas fire and sat down by it without remark, both of 
them preparing an armoury of assault and defence 

How could Francis know that he thought of himself as still 
the child, confronting an angry and vindictive woman As 
the erect boy of fourteen years back there upon the Wiltshire 
hills, who had gone off and brooded three days and nights over 
Jessie the young mare’s dead foal , or what relationships there 
were between this boy and the argumentative confident man of 
thirty years 

And Lydia half expected a child to speak from within herself, 
a coaxmg girl of seven who had wooed sixpences out of her 
father, a struggling cigar merchant near St Martin’s Lane, in 
order to visit a ramshackle cinema where she never looked at 
the pictures but listened intensely to a wretched pianist ham- 
mering at a piano whose keyboard rattled like a drawer of 
kmves and forks She knew she was still trying to defeat this 
hard man’s resistance by opemng her eyes wide with coaxing 
appeal, but unlike her father he did not yield 

“ Get into bed, Lydia, you’ll be catching cold, in mid- 
season, too ” 

You talk hke my agent , what can it matter to you now 
if I do ” There was challenge m her reply, and he wanted 
to say that it mattered eveiy thing to him He said it, but it 
sounded cold and msmcere, yet she climbed into bed and looked 
at him softly with eyes full of sudden loveliness She still slept 
near the wall, he saw, on her side of the bed 

“ Answer me,” she flared, though not so savagely as she often 
did 

Oh, hell ’ — the same wrangle, I suppose — I know it by 
heart ” Tardily he added the word “ dear ” She was trying 
that trick of gazing at him with wide eyes which he had learned 
to associate with bullying imposition of her will 

Did you call me dear ” 

‘‘ Yes, that is wrong, I suppose ” 

Lydia flung the bedclothes back with an angry movement, 
her cheeks burning with temper She swung her legs out of 
the bed and opened her lips He must attack, he knew, either 
by pleading for love, his surest weapon, or by a hail of words 
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She did not break into a storm of reasonable protest or semi- 
obscene abuse and deliberate lies as he expected, nor beat him 
with the sides of her fists as she had done before, even about 
music 

It was not passion he felt, yet he plunged forward and, 
kneeling, laid his cheek upon her leg and threw his arm around 
her waist “ Lydia, my beloved,” he whispered, and she bent 
to hear what he might say and ran her fingers mto the crisp, 
waim-scented hair of his head and drew him nearer She did 
not long now for the fierce weight of his body upon her , yet 
as the hair of his shaven cheek rustled upon her skin she wished 
desperately that he would press his lips upon her My 
darhng,” she prompted, and he waited a moment They both 
waited, and it is probable that m that moment their thoughts 
coincided ‘‘ We have done this a score of times , what is 
the use of passionate reconciliation when the quarrel will break 
out again to-morrow ” 

Have you decided, Francis ” The question was in- 
voluntary, and she knew everything that might make that night 
lovely had disappeared with its enunciation She desired to 
pour out her love for him, to give him time, if he had been 
staying in London she would have let him love them both 
until he could choose between Ehzabeth and herself, she would 
love him devotedly, give him her beauty, her music, more than 
all that, something profound, elusive, yet throbbing, whose 
nature she did not understand 

"" I cannot — I must get away, Lydia ” 

“ Then you must go,” she answeied coldly, and pushed his 
head fiom her 

“ Send me your piogrammes,” he said as he was leaving 
the room , he felt it was the only simple, unobscure thing he 
had said 

“ Why should I You never liked my music ” 

He was gone, and she hadn’t even promised to send him 
programmes, when she had been yearning to give her body to 
him again Life suddenly seemed monstrously stupid, that she 
should have prepared herself for his embrace hardly daring to 
hope he would return, throughout the two hours that followed 
his departure towards the heath after the party , that she 
should have struggled to prevent herself crying when at last 
the door bell had rung with his signal, and then because of a 
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tutile, meaningless question that he could not be expected to 
answer she had sent him away without piomismg him a few 
pieces of paper All the mghts through which they had lam 
in one another’s arms piessed round her, not as memories, but 
as if music sounded Those mghts had been so different 
from anything she could have imagined, for she had nothing 
but hteiature and jesting conversation from which to draw her 
ideas about love She had feared that after enjoying her he 
might turn from her, or at the best fall asleep by her side , 
that he would cover her face and bieast with kisses and say 
the most lovely things whose disturbing beauty he himself did 
not suspect, she had not been able to foreknow That they 
could argue fiercely about music, about which he made such 
searching aphorisms, while making love to one another, she 
had not imagined 

One mght they had stormed at each other until two o’clock 
about the aesthetics of “ L’Histoire du Soldat,” and then when 
she had scored a clear point and tried to jump out of bed m 
order to rush into the studio to illustrate it he would not let 
her go, and she had wrestled to get away until they both burst 
out laughing 

‘‘ After,” he had said, and she had replied Yes, but 
you’re not to cheat, Francis , you must listen without pulling 
the clothes over your head ” 

“ I never do,” he had protested like a boy 
Yes, you do You did about the Prokofieff, I saw you m 
the mirror, I crept back to the door quietly to catch you ” 

How prophetic had been the words that followed “ Then 
why didn’t you tackle me about it at the time ” he had said, 
less boisterously 

“ I was saving it up ” She had meant it to sound merely 
mischievous, but she knew it had been badly done 

“ My darling, there’ll be no need to save things up,” he 
had said very quietly, and then with instinctive unanimity they 
had clasped one another in that cimous position which made 
them feel most together, both lymg face downwards and side 
by side with arms around each other’s shoulders, and whispered 
defiance of the future they both feared ‘‘ My brother and I 
used to he hke this and listen for hares galloping or to peer 
mto the roots of the turf, it’s like the Matto Grosso,” he had 
said one mght when the sudden sense of special mtimacy had 
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died away, as it always did, leaving them secretly cold to one 
another and afraid She had been fiercely jealous of his 
brother, too 

How like a boy he had been until these^last months She 
had not really been disturbed when for a few days she thought 
a child was coming to her The only time Francis had seen 
her cry was when she hurt her knee on the corner of a packing 
case of books He was gone now He had not really loved 
her, or he was a coward 

Francis- sat twenty minutes upon a wet seat in Parliament 
Hill, Ignoring the fine ram, trying to make up his mind whether 
to go back to Lydia’s flat He had been m her room less than 
ten minutes and had spoken only a dozen sentences ; but 
they had been sufficient to rob the thought of the future of all 
its timbre and colour She had not understood that to break 
with Ehzabeth seemed to mean destroying his capacity for 
faith, nor that time alone could disentangle the very pro- 
positions of their problem She did not wish to correspond, 
not even in their one-sided way ‘‘You never liked my 
music,” she had said It was true, though the manner and 
exactitude of her playing excited his craftsman’s mind 

She had always provocatively declared that she modelled her 
playing upon the performance of an automatic piano, an ideal 
automatic piano such as Stravmsky desired for “ Les Noces,” 
or in less paradoxical mood, upon the playing of Bela Bartok 
or Prokofieff She made little use of pedalling, or even of arm 
weight, but yet secured a percussive brilliance that brought 
every phrase into perfect clarity, chiefly by the rhythmic pre- 
cision and power of her fingers She had an objection to 
extravagant legatos that was leal and not the result of mere 
theorizing “ The hand is not a crepe-soled crab,” she used 
to say, imitating the conventional manner of playmg Chopm, 
with a grimace “ If I played like that for long I should soon 
be a consumptive — ugh ^ It enervates ^ ” She delivered all 
her judgments with the enthusiasm of her twenty-four years 

In party and private circles she carried those doctrines to 
ridiculous excess, and it was his quite unreverential interjection 
of Rubbish ! ” one night that had sent them out to pelt over 
the heath fiercely arguing about the nature of music Bach 
yes, but Mozart no, and only a very little Beethoven Her 
Bach was insensitive, however, and he said so often Lydia 
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for all her theatricality had sound enough understanding of 
how to make a career, or at least hei agent had, foi she tiusted 
him more than her teachers She nursed a desire to succeed 
Busoni as the mtei.preter of the Opus 106 of Beethoven, the 
Hammerclavier Sonata She had never heard that revolutionary 
piamst, but the tradition had been imparted to her by her 
teacher The formidable work had long been committed to 
her memory, but guided surely by her agent she had never 
dared to present it m public “ Opus 106 is not music, it is 
structure, philosophical structure,” she had told him that night 
upon the heath, ‘‘ and that is why we Jews have a grasp upon 
It ” She had stormily invited him to come to her fiat that 
night and hear the work To be perfectly candid, it had been 
tne only performance of hers he had really delighted in 
Generally her playing fascinated and at the same time provoked 
his subtler sense of values 

Lydia hated ‘‘ poetry ” m sound, as she never tired of ex- 
plaimng She longed to play the ‘‘ Noches en los jar dines de 
Espana ” with the Philharmonic, the score of both pianoforte 
and orchestral parts she knew minutely The hard brilliance 
of that music she had mastered, yet it was totally void of poetry 
as she played it, and her agent, to vs^hom she invariably yielded 
after argument, would never permit her to perform it To 
'borrow images, Francis declared that because she disliked 
water-colours all her pictures must therefore be in black and 
white , the rich delight and poetry of a blazing canvas she 
distrusted She seemed unable to conceive of a balanced 
aesthetics 

Her piogrammes were, however, never wholly consistent 
with her aesthetics To begin with, she often included one of 
the later sonatas of Scriabin, music which revolted him in 
retrospect but to which he succumbed while she played it 
Executing this music she flagrantly foigot her standards, and 
there often swept into her playing an intense sensuousness, 
more the result of selective rhythmic emphasis than of altered 
tone, which he felt to be unhealthy Once, at one of her 
recitals, Pontius Pilate had leaned forward and whispered Say, 
Charing, I believe she’s drunk,” as she had been playing the 
Nmth of that composer He had shaken his shoulders m 
angry remonstrance at the remark, and the fellow had whis- 
pered It’s like Salome on a couch ” He had turned round 
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and glared at the man , but that had been m the days when 
she had already yielded to him 

How they came to this latter stage was not really clear to 
Francis , her entourage of jealous and frustrated admirers 
could not understand it either She had telephoned him one 
night begging him to come up and tell her all he knew about 
cante hondo^ the Andalusian popular music , that was at the 
time she had begun to think about the “ Noches ’’ He had 
taken his guitar to her fiat The weeks of violent argument 
and extravagant caricature of one another’s tastes had broken 
down what few barriers to ordinary friendship there had been. 
After their inevitable quarrel about cante hondo she had asked 
him to describe his life in Spam She had been unexpectedly 
thrilled by his succession of stories, real, brutal, gay and 
improper, and upon leaving her he had kissed her hand, not 
m pretended homage but hungrily, savagely She had turned 
pale at once and he had caught her up in his arms and made 
love to her Upon that occasion she had defended herself 
with spirit, yet upon parting, weaned with emotion, in the 
early hours of the morning she had said hasta la vista^ her sole 
accomplishment in the language He had called again without 
invitation, and she had yielded, completely, her entire being 
Two nights he had stayed with her before returning to the 
room m Gray’s Inn Road There was little gentleness and 
tenderness with Lydia, she demanded humble and almost 
abject service while he was with her, and appeared to forget 
him when absent He wrote lengthily to her, even if banished 
for but two days She rarely replied with even the shortest 
of notes At first she made no reference to Elizabeth, though 
she was well acquainted with the relationship between Fiancis 
and her She had even visited them at Gray’s Inn Road, 
though she openly sneered at the suite of transcriptions from 
Morley that they had prepared for her The Ehzabethan 
music was naive, neither really lyiical nor absolutely pure music 
About a little music they were agreed, the middle period 
Stravinsky provided examples He did not pretend to despise 
“ Fiiebird,” but for ‘‘ Petrouchka ” and particularly the 
‘‘ Sacrc de Prmtemps ” they had a common enthusiasm She 
had even invited Elizabeth to join them at her fiat while she 
struggled to condense the four-handed transcription of that 
mighty work She had not even been scornful when ho had 
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rushed over to the piano with a chair, and flinging himself 
down beside her had begun to plough through the second part 
with his blundering but understanding execution After 
“ Les Noces ’’ his interest in Stravinsky died out “ When he 
completes his historical tour and gets back to another ‘ Sacre ’ 
I’ll listen again,” he said that night She had poured scorn 
on the remark, and the evening had ended in a musical brawl, 
each bouncing over to the pianoforte to illustrate a pomt, he 
tinally losing his temper over her unnecessary criticism of his 
improvised technique Elizabeth had sat silently through this 
storm 

Bitterness, as distinct from vehemence, gradually crept into 
his arguments with Lydia, and this had coloured their first 
approach to the problem of Elizabeth The situation had long 
become intolerable before Elizabeth had added her final 
protest Her quiet probing had given way to patient protest 
for months before she rebelled After that, life was a mghtmare 
of dull work and semi-hysteria 

When next morning he told Withers, the head manager of 
the warehouse m which he “ enjoyed a lucrative post,” that he 
would sacrifice the salary and leave at once, the fellow weakly 
protested 

But, Mr Charing, this is most unforeseen Mr Charing, 
I say ” 

I am sorry— but it is compulsive, I desire to leave at once ” 

But — but the reorganization,” said Withers, fingermg the 
documented scheme he had presented “ I thought you were 
going to to do wonders for us I should not have 
reappointed you but for that ” 

“ Wonders ^ What does a gramophone firm want with 
wonders ^ ” 

Withers assumed managerial dignity at once Be lespect- 
ful, Mr Chaimg ” 

“ Oh, go to hell Gramophones, I hate them, every one of 
the whole three thousand of them I like the glorious Eliza- 
bethans, Dowland and Campian and Wilbye Do you know 
Master Alfonso Ferrabosco, Mr Withers You do not 
Three thousand jack-in-the-boxes your stock is to me, and T’ve 
developed a complex of fear that three thousand Gracie Fields 
may leap out at any moment and yodel derision of my sweet 
friend Orpheus, lutes, viols, rebecs, shepherdesses and all 
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other likeable things Do you see, my dear Mr Withers'^ 
You do not, you never see anything, not even that this firm is a 
sprawling horror of fraudulent incompetence ” 

If the girls tittered it was the fault of cheap glass partitions 
Anyway, Withers softened 

‘‘ But you were advancing yourself so rapidly, Mr Charing ” 
Nonsense, I’m worth your post, but the good ones are 
leserved for friends and relations of the directors, you know 
that as well as I do Good day, sir ” 

Pontius Pilate came to see him m the afternoon and engaged 
m a listless conversation He was so called because everyone 
who had anything to do with him sooner or later found out 
that he backed out of difficult situations and the responsibility 
was theirs He sat by the electric fire and talked wanly until a 
muffin man went by 

“ Let’s have some crumpets,” said Pontius Pilate, we could 
toast them here ” It wasn’t crumpets he was after, he was 
imagining a snug room, a fire, a wife and all that That was 
what crumpets stood for, and it hurt to realize it Pilate 
didn’t know why his own desire for crumpets faded out so 
suddenly 

Francis had come heme for friendship and a life that 
seemed normal. The grand normahty of a Little Palace m 
Colmdale and prospects of a small car had at one time looked 
like being the answer to the prayer And of friendship, what 
Friendship was difficult m London where distance mtervened 
He was sorry to be leaving Harry and Esther, but after eighteen 
months of acquaintance with Pontius Pilate all he knew of 
him was that he was the producer-director of a superior but 
struggling theatre, and invariably chose plays with prostitutes 
in them Because that was the only type of woman who would 
be satisfied with hxs deficient masculinity, thought Francis, 
or to pretend to himself that a decent one exists Funny 
business, this artistic ogling of harlots, elevating them to a 
semi -mystical significance Didn’t remain exclusively mystical 
as a rule As for significances, Pilate couldn’t see the meaning 
of crumpets, poor fish 

Nevertheless, when he left, Francis felt a moment’s regret 
that he had not been warm-hearted to him 

Elizabeth had carefully arranged the room when he arrived 
at Gray’s Inn Road. He knew her attachment for that place 
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was a little grim in its deliberateness ; she had also dis- 
appomtmgly dressed her haii in the way he had approved, 
and was wearing the amethyst brooch he had given her, but he 
was grateful that she did not force him to talk about their 
problem She seemed to bear herself with composure, though 
she was obviously unhappy and talked about her chemistry 
studies , her B Sc was to be an honours degree Once or 
twice she tried to joke in her clumsy but rather fee-hke way 
How tensely she was strung he perceived when thoughtlessly 
he remarked on the brooch She stood up from the girdle on 
which she was not very skilfully making scones, and put on 
what she called her Professorial Expression 

“ A brooch hke this might be of service to you m Spam, 
Francis ” 

“ Yes ” Already she was neivous, her pretence at whim- 
sicality was a failure 

‘‘ According to the forged letter of Prester John, circulated 
among Christian princes m the twelfth century, gentlemen, 
the amethyst is a secure charm against inebriety The wine 
cups at the theocrat’s palace were accordingly of this stone ” 

The speech was too long for her confidence, for this manner 
of jesting belonged only to the later menths of their happiness, 
Eli2abeth was supposed to be the Party’s Solemn Lady He 
supposed she wished him to take it for a remembrance She 
could not suspect him of the weakness to which she had alluded, 

“ I won’t promise to wear it, though,” he said, putting out 
his hand, weakly as he thought The sudden lighting of her 
face and her hurried movements in searching for the box told 
him he had been mistaken 

“ Will you want to take your guitar, Francis, or will you buy 
another there ” 

‘‘ There are no good guitars made m Spam nowadays, dear*” 
Oh well. I’ve packed it ready and put the spare strings m a 
typewriter ribbon box mside the case ” 

“ I shan’t take it — ^look after it till I get back ” 

Francis ” 

Again It was perfectly natural to take her in his arms, partly 
because Elizabeth was so just that she would never mis- 
interpret his action Only once had she behaved unreasonably , 
upon the night of her ultimatum she had pushed the type- 
writer off the table That had been insincere, too, for she had 
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to push twice before the thing had toppled over hke a clawing 
crustacean 

Strangely enough, when the time came to leave he had no 
desire to do so, and sat toying with scones in some sort of 
contentment The telephone bell on the landing below rang, 
and as Elizabeth was absent some minutes he put on his coat 
and scarf 

“ You are going now 

** I am afraid I must, dear ” 

“ I was going to ask you to leave,” she replied a little 
excitedly, and then suddenly clasped him m her arms 

Francis, is it pity makes you come to me and promise to 
wnte ” He could not reply 

‘‘ Is It ^ ” 

‘‘ Partly ” She did not shrink from the answer “ Not the 
greatest part, I think ” That was Lydia’s assertion about his 
inability to break with Ehzabeth ; he thought now of his reply 
to her accusation and of the secret realization it had forced 
upon him. Pity was not enough to build a hfe or a marriage 
upon, but It was quite enough to ruin one. 

“ Well — I don’t mind, Francis, it’s partly my patience lets 
you come here — ^patience is the femimne retort to pity, you 
know ” 

“ Tell me, why did you consent to live with me so easily, 
dear ” 

“ Easily You mean immediately ” 

“ Very well, then ” 

‘‘ Oh, just ripeness ” She shrugged her shoulders and 
released herself “ Ripeness is all, Francis That’s some- 
where to be found in Shakespeare, I think, hke everything else 
that deceives us mto thinking ourselves wise ” 

He was barely m time at Cannon Street station * Then when 
he stepped out of the carriage again hurriedly to buy a paper, 
he caught sight cf Elizabeth and Lydia standing together, 
unflatteringly eating scones He saluted, and they replied, but 
did not offer to approach He was not sure whether he was 
glad or not, and when he looked out of the window next they 
were already leaving the station That disappointed him 
disproportionately 

The bug-coloured tramp upon which he had wangled a 
passage was finely illustrative of the shipping crisis It was the 
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last sight of the English coast lights, not that after all he had 
forgotten to take the brooch, that made his heart beat fast as 
he thought of Ehzabeth, and Lydia, and for some mexphcable 
reason the httle orchard at Flmthouse, which he had forgotten 
entirely before and since his deliberate pulling of it put of its 
pigeon-hole of memory the night before 

The Somerford Abbey was too decrepit a vessel to take a 
pride m On the way in to Antwerp they appeared to starve 
the fires while they were still opposite the Wandelaar Sands, 
and went yawing up the Scheldt like a wounded hippopotamus, 
wallowing about in a shallow sea and with a heavy cross wind 
coming off the Belgian coast Between Bordeaux and Vigo, 
Francis struck up an acquamtance with the wireless operator, 
a young lad named Prestcott, and this soon developed into 
fnendship that seemed to grow suddenly warm as they entered 
the Mediterranean 

For the rest, there was httle interesting on the voyage But 
the level crest of the Sierra Nevada, dazzlingly luminous as if 
cut m white porcelain, reminded him of his holiday with 
Elizabeth in the Pyienees and her fanciful desire to be embraced 
upon a peak to which she stipulated they must climb by rock 
and snow The Pic du Portillon d’Oo it had been 

Near Almeria there was also a girl driving a donkey, clearly 
visible from the ship The girl was leading the animal beneath 
a high lime-washed wall topped with yellow tiles At one time 
donkey and girl vanished through a gap in the wail and were 
hidden a moment, and then the donkey reappeared racing 
madly, while the girl emerged without haste He spent some 
time wondering what magistenal power over ‘donkeys the girl 
could possess 

Nothing else noteworthy happened until they leached 
Valencia 
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TREPAT SMITHY 

Trepat House, the house of Don Gumcrsmd Trepat i Bages, 
stood m the Carrer dels Cassadors Don Gumersmd, if 
pressed, was willing to admit that a hundred or so other houses, 
of which he possessed, it is true, visual evidence, had m a purely 
spatial manner ranked themselves with Trepat House to form 
the Carrer dels Cassadors 

Cassadors was one of the dark lanes that thread their cobbled 
gloom among the tall bergs that form a compact mass of houses 
around the Cathedral, the old City, of which the New con» 
ceded that it was typical, very typical At its upper end, for 
the street sank very slightly towards the harbour, was the little 
square of St Just, m a comer of which stood the church which 
that saint, for some reason of celestial economy, shared with 
another, St Pastor 

Its SIX and seven storeyed houses, separated by four or five 
paces of cobbles, rose out of their own dark-stoned obscurity 
of arch and doorway to upper heights of whitewash from which 
the light filtered down as from snow peaks which mtensify the 
light of a valley and prolong the twilight a full hour The 
cobbles fulfilled an analogous purpose for the upper storeys. 
To dwell at the top of a seven-storey building m a narrow 
street of softer metalling, is to live m a silent world, or in a 
world of wind-iustlmg, and pigeon-coomg, or the whispering 
of ram, cut off by mcommumcative stairs from the report and 
comment of life The social value of hard, fiat cobble is that 
It serves as a perfect sounding-board for the great doctrine of 
the street 

The coster relies upon it and even clips his sentences to suit 
its acoustic properties , the crier tolerantly admits its aid , the 
quarreller, if in the offensive, rejoices in it , the lover, whisper- 
ing to the first floor balcony, regrets it, but indifferently the 


29 



LEAN MEN 


cobbles toss up the sounds of the street, and these, ricochettmg 
from smooth walls and colliding only with the shallow bal- 
conies, finally ^escape to the dispeisal of the winds, after giving 
report to the inhabitants of uppei flats and attics 

The houses of the street still followed the habit of other days, 
when a returmng traveller might wish to iide into his house on 
horseback and there fling the reins loose as he stepped down 
on to the inner stairs that mounted to the first floor The 
equestrian dignity of the street had long passed , but still the 
high wide archways served the useful purpose of admitting the 
dim light of the street mto the lowest storey That of Trepat 
House was especially large, having been broadened for that 
purpose, so that it extended practically across the frontage of 
the house 

Most streets will have their meeting points, where neighbours 
may pause for gossip These were not important m Cassadors, 
for the plaza of St Just answered all such needs , besides, on 
summer nights the passer-by might have to tack round the 
tables of diners who preferred the freshness of the street to 
stiflmg interiors This was the character of the street , there 
was no need to lurk in comers for conversation In the square 
there were three points of causene Masculine choice was a 
broad arch in the side facing the church, giving access to a cafe 
set back m a yard, at one side of which the City Council had 
placed an excellent street lamp, good for the reading of evening 
editions The women of Cassadors and also of the Carier de 
La Daguena, which descended upon the other side to the mam 
street of James the First, possessed two such meeting places 
the fountain of St Just which nicked off the corner of Cassadors 
and the square, and the few steps which ascended to the church 
porch, and which were not to be fouled, by thoughtful order 
of the City Council The unseen and spiritual impinges upon 
and penetrates the seen and matenal, but this does not obscure 
a difference The conversation at the fountam might be about 
the labours of the day, the weather, dress, scandals of the street, 
the price of molluscs and such like , that at the church steps, 
of the mission preacher’s eloquence, the decoration of an altar, 
the efiicacy of this or that scapulary badge, deaths and births, 
simple obstetrics and morbid gynascology, and all the other 
higher mysteiies Scandal, being moral, was common to both, 
the difference being that at the fountam one frankly rejoiced 
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m Senora Gamer’s vices, while at the steps one deplored 
them 

The fountain itself was sufficiently important to impose itself 
upon the choice A broad arch of two feet m depth and some 
fifteen feet in height stood over the three jets of water which 
ran ceaselessly from the taps Above the arch, and borne upon 
jambs, was a mantel of stone. Over the fountain the comer 
formed a balcony as large as a dining-room, walled round by a 
balustrade of thick stone skittles topped by a parapet upon 
which were placed pots of fern and cactus, and from which 
descended festoons of creeper and herbs The water ran mto 
a trough m which were pieces of stone, leaves of salad, old 
match-sticks, fruit rinds and such refuse, deposited by persons 
who came there to quench their thirst. In order to protect 
this trough from defilement by thirsty horses, four stone pillars, 
like bollards of unequal size, were placed m front of it, upon 
which the horses frequently bumped their knees m dnnkmg 
Mottled and pocked by damp, stained by seepage from the soil 
and drammg from the balcony above, worn by countless visits, 
crumbled by age, the fountam of St Just was the most popular 
spot in the locality The church steps glowered m the neigh- 
bounng corner like a cowled and jealous nun 

Senora Trepat favoured both steps and fountain, though 
Don Gumersmd’s importance caused her to stand a httle 
removed from the more plebeian gathermgs, with whom she 
rarely mixed Thus will tradition mamtain itself, for Senora 
Trepat had been born m Cassadors, and had played around 
the fountain in her indiscriminate childhood when neither sex 
nor rank had properly emerged At nine or ten years of age, 
snatched away from its pillars by her mother, wife of a merchant 
tanner, she stiU eyed it with affection that was at times deepened 
into longing Betrothed to Don Gumersind, master iron- 
worker, at an early age, the causerie of the fountam was forbidden 
to her, even visits to it for water were prohibited But custom 
and Caterma, her servant’s, daily report They said at the 
fountam ” preserved ahve in her something of deference, 
and so Senora Trepat on leaving the steps, often halted opposite 
the fountam at four paces distance and chatted awhile m a 
bright and secular voice with her compamons of the altar 

Dona Agata Trepat was a senior member of the guild of 
the altar of St. Just, and this despite her brief service of eight 
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years She had not always been a devotee of the little church 
in the corner From generations back her family, mastei 
pnnters in the Carrer del Pino, had been pillars of the Church 
of Our Lady of the Pme, and the association had continued 
long after their removal to Cassadors The truth was that 
Sehora Trepat had aspirations to honour greater than that of 
St. Just True, St Just was the oldest church m Barcelona, 
and that gave it a certain distinction Foreign tourists, with 
books m their hands, frequently came and tried the handle of 
the door and then, if fortunately finding it open, pushed 
vigorously against its stiff resistance, so that when it suddenly 
swung open, as was its annoying trick, they stumbled or pitched 
mto the darkness and to cover their confusion said to one 
another, though Senora Trepat did not understand them 
“ It’s very dark m here, isn’t it ^ ” 

“Yes, isn’t it, they are all dark ” 

“ Yes, they are all dark ” 

“ They have them dark to keep the sun out, so hot and bright 
you know ” 

“Yes, they prefer them dark Look at the cathedraL 
That’s dark ” 

“ Well, anyway, this one is certainly dark, and no mistake ’* 
“ Yes, it is dark ” 

And then they came out and shut the door solemnly, looked 
round slowly to show they were at ease and then walked away 
without thinking of anything else to say for a while 
Architectural enthusiasts also came, little bent men with 
trembling lips and feeble step, or thick, solid men with a purely 
perfunctory regard for the cult, architects, Senora Trepat 
knew them to be, or totally sceptical young students who 
sometimes pooh-poohed the place for excessive restoiation 
But tourists and architects had no leal relevance to her needs 
Across the street of St Jaime, the little twisting Paradise Lane 
led up to the apsidal wall of the cathedral , at the hours Great 
Tom (the bell named after a St Thomas of Canterbury, a 
bishop who was martyred by a heretic king in Germany , 
Senora Trepat had studied and knew all the details of the 
cathedral), filled Cassadors with ats bronze rumblings From 
the highest gallery of Trepat House one could see the Cathedral 
spires themselves Dona Agata’s gaze would Imger long on 
the building whenever she mounted to the topmost storey. 
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which was only when she climbed to collect the lent from the 
tenants for Don Giimersmd 

It was to be regietted that favonritism often governed the 
guild appointments m the cathedral, but Doha Agata had 
friends by whose aid she hoped to overcome that injustice and 
procure a place for herself m one of the cathedral chapels 
Even to heiself she rarely admitted that such was her ambition ; 
Its clear enunciation was tinged with fear — fear which never- 
theless was pleasurable and exciting, like a senior schoolboy’s 
whispered confession to himself that he loves Joan Maxwell or 
Alice Covington cr another admired beauty of the girl’s high 
school It was a subject that she dwelt upon in imagery, and 
she pictured herself in the cathedral chapel, changing an altar 
frontal, placing new hov/ers upon the altar, polishing the 
offertory bowl or one of the ether delicious tasks of altar care 
The solemnity of her imaginings frequently subdued her, and 
Caterma, the servant, would wondei at her mistress’s especial 
care with a casserole, as with half-closed eyes and a sigh she 
laid It upon a sideboard The Fountain of the Geese m the 
cloisters, that would be a fountain to which she might freely 
go for water How peace-givmg it would be to hear Great 
Tom booming right overhead 

At Our Lady of the Pme she had been ousted from her 
ascendancy, and had seen a carefully nursed way of approach 
to the cathedral snatched away by a printer’s wife, a miserable 
printer he was too, a cash book and ledger ruler Besides, it 
was time that they, the whole family, transferred their piety 
to the parish church of St Just And then providentially it 
had transpired that her friend Doha Desposoris TaUers, who 
was chief of the guild to which she now belonged, had a sister- 
in-law who was a gieat benefactress m the cathedral She 
hardly knew whether or not to trust Desposoris ; why did she 
not avail herself of her sister-m-law’s power and transfer herself 
to the cathedral She had often tactfully urged Desposoris 
to do this It would be mce to have a friend m court It 
would be easier for her, too, because she lived m Paradise 
Street, wheieas she heiself having a longer walk to make coaid 
not afford the time necessary to make much impression in the 
cathedral How fortunate that the cathedral was not a place 
of real devotion, for otherwise there would have been far too 
much competition to permit of such dreams 
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Other acquaintances m the guild of St Just, amongst whom 
Seiiora Trepaf s secret ambition was a matter for public dis- 
cussion, had a less favourable opinion of her chances of trans- 
lation Seiiora Fustei, Desposoris’s wealthy sister-m-law, had 
her own following, her own circle of courtiers to gratify , be- 
sides, there was Guillermo, Sehora Trepat’s son Don 
Guillermo was a very entertaming and intelligent young 
gentleman, no doubt, a daring one, moreover, who did not 
hesitate to insult the ladies of the guild with the most flattering 
of suggestions It was scandalous of him, no doubt, but so 
diverting, besides the lad did not leally mean it But there 
were other things about Guilleimo that were less paidonable 
They were public knowledge, especially in these days Those 
things prejudiced Dona Agata’s prospects considerably, they 
said with a sad shake of the head, that oddly failed to adjust 
Itself to a contented smile 

Six only of the members of the guild were constant m atten- 
dance at the Altar of St Just More originally had attended, 
but had fallen away for lack of tasks to peiform The simple 
necessities of the saint were confined to the cleaning of brass 
and the replacing of floweis and altar trappings and a few such 
tasks Dcna Geitiudis, widow of a small cartridge maker 
who had died m dubious circumstances, had tenaciously claimed 
the privilege of handling the brass Dona Isabel had care of 
the frontais Sefiora Caritat Pimento swept the chapel and 
dusted and polished the faldstool Sefiora Trepat arranged 
the flowers, the remaining task of filling the lamp bowl with 
oil being the privilege of Dona Ambiosia Desposoiis helped 
chiefly with the brass wot k, though as guild leader she needed 
no task to maintain her place Others had from time to time 
made attempts to assist, but the mterfeiencc had been politely 
lefiised and the six had long been secure m the enjoyment of 
then privileges 

This morning early m January of 1931 the six left the church 
with greatei promptitude than usual and gatheied at the head 
of the steps aiound Dona Desposoris, the acknowledged leadei 
of the group, who performed a function similar to that of the 
official censor at the court of old China Nothing might be 
commented upon until by a glance oi a nod Dona Desposoris 
had expressed her approval of the theme, nor, m order to 
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balance this eastern reasonableness with another of western 
genins, was anything wholly credible or bidmg upon belief 
until she had given ex cathedra judgment All this she con- 
trived to do with the greatest economy of words 

To-day they could not even stay to discuss the spmtual 
“ proper of the day ” which should have been Don Serafino’s 
excellent seimon of the preceding Sunday, there were secular 
matters of greater piquancy , accordingly they nodded to one 
another and then Sehora Caritat gathered up the nods and 
respectfully brought them to the attention of Doha Desposons. 
That lady paused awhile with an enigmatic expression on her 
face, and finally, with the air of one who out of largeness of 
knowledge delivers judgment, pursed her lips and nodded* 
Caritat turned and with a nod of different quahty reconveyed 
their several animations to each of the four black-dressed 
vacuities The rite havmg been performed, the six descended 
the steps and silently made their way to the fountam Even 
now that tiresome business of Don Pepitu stood between them 
and the most interesting matter 

By the way, I have not seen Nativitat, daughter of Don 
Aleixandro Pons, lately,” Dona Ambrosia said, gazing fixedly 
at the street lamp 

‘‘ Don Aleixandro the stockfish merchant m Old Post 
Street ” 

‘‘ Yes, Dona Isabel, his daughter, the one that was engaged 
to Don Baldomero’s son Pepitu ” 

“ You mean Don Baldomero Reus who formerly admimstered 
the postal service at Manresa ” 

“ At Manresa was it Oh yes, Don Baldomero was formerly 
at Manresa, you are right. Dona Gertrudis ” 

I have not seen Nativitat either,” said Senora Pimento 
She has not been seen,” Dona Desposons agreed solemnly. 

“ They say that her engagement has been broken off ” 

They were telling me that she has gone to her aunt’s house 
at Rubi, while the affair blows over ” 

‘‘ While the affair blows over, yes. Dona Gertrudis, while it 
blows over.” 

“ They say Don Aleixandro had to throw Pepitu out of the 
house ” 

“ Senora Trepat was telling me that she heard the Pepitu 
came to the party alieady drunk ” 
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“ Yes, he was certainly drunk when he came, he was seen to 
be under the influence of drink soon after mass ” 

“ Quite drunk,” from Desposons, pontifically The fact 
that the gentleman had been drunk before he had ai rived at 
the party was now settled by Doha Desposoris’s assent 

“ But why should that provoke him to insult Don Aiet\- 
andro The father of his betrothed ^ ” 

Yes, the father ^ ” 

“ A man who would insult the fathei of his betrothed is a 
barbarian ” 

*‘A barbarian, yes, to insult Don Aleixandro, being the 
father of his betrothed ” 

“ And why ” 

‘‘ They say ” said Doha Desposons, setting her seal of 
approval on the liberation of report, so that eventually it trans- 
pired that Don Pepitu, who had been ovei persuaded into 
betiothmg himself to Nativitat, of whom he had long tired, 
and whose family, especially Don Aleixandro, he abhorred, 
had arrived drunk at a party at her father’s house Later he 
had become even more mebiiated and had insulted DoiiT 
Alexandro and his wife and had received his fieedom from 
the dutiful daughter, which release had made him so happy 
with the world that it had been necessary to thiow him down 
the stairs, where he had, begging the sehora’s pardon, urinated 
disgustingly before going off and being arrested for stealing 
the lamp of a horsecab in order to light himself home, as he 
explained Further, Nativitat had been sent to recuperate 
from the shock to her aunt’s house in Rubi 
“ From the shock,” added one of the group 
A blank look, slowly converted into interrogation, spread 
over Doha Gertrudis’ face as she looked at Sehora Trepat 
Doha Agata’s face assumed a look of intenogation also, and 
then Doha Cantat silently drew Desposoiis’s attention to five 
interrogative faces 

For a moment the leader’s face remained void of comment 
and then suddenly a minute negation showed itself in nothing 
more than a barely visible pursing of the lips and an almost 
imperceptible oscillation of her emgmatic head 

Five heads shook slightly, interrogation faded away, and the 
shakings converted themselves into minute noddmgs Sehorita 
Nativitat’s honour, in the little matter of pregnancy, was 
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safe from the assault of scandal Not a word had been 
spoken. 

Upon this day, howevei, the guild ntual was too much of a 
hampering lestriction Restiamt was not properly thrown oil 
until Sehora Tiepat had departed to hex house, for surely 
nothing more interesting could be found to discuss than the 
sudden disappearance of Guillermo, Doha Agata’s youngest son, 
the gay young gentleman whom they considered a hmdrance 
to his mother’s ambitions Sehora Trepat was loath to leave 
the knot of women at the fountain, because she knew well that 
her depaiture would immediately unloose a conflagration of 
chatter concerning Guillermo 

Only a week previously the country had been startled by the 
news that at Jaca in the Aragon Pyrenees, a regiment of soldiers 
had risen m revolt against King Alfonso, under the leadeiship 
of their captains Galan and Hernandez As if the city had 
been m electrical contact with a galvanic disturbance centred 
m Jaca, every nerve had been tingling with excitement upon 
the day of the rising, before the event had become known 
Excitement had reigned all day, until it was announced that 
the nsing had been crushed by the loyal garrison of Huesca 
which had marched out to meet the descending troops, who had 
meanwhile drawn into the nsmg masses of peasantry armed 
with shotguns and scythes and the classical weapons of peasants’ 
risings in all ages. 

Franco, the tiansatlantic airman, had circled over Madrid 
With pamphlets and bombs, but had dropped only the former. 
Tne Socialist leaders had not initiated the general stiike in 
Madrid as they had pacted to do, and their betrayal had suffo- 
cated the attempt so far as the capital was concerned In 
Barcelona, though the anarchist leaders of the Syndicates 
Umcos, the Revolutionary Trade Umons, had denied all con- 
tact Oi sympathy with such a purely pohtical matter as the 
expulsion of a king, the stoppage had been universal Here 
and there pistol fire had broken out Then it became known 
that the republican committees of revolution had fled to France 
and England, in which latter country however a Socialist 
Government would give them no asylum The affair had been 
totally suppressed and the leaders shot by summary court- 
martial within a few days The city on the whole had been 
clearly disappointed at the failure 
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Such matters did not noimally enter the conveisations of the 
Guild of the Altar of St Just But Guillermo, asserted to be 
an active republican, or worse, had disappeared 
Doha Gertiudis gabbled her opening remarks 
“ He was seen two days before the rising, getting out of the 
French express, the one that gets m at two of the afternoon 
Antoruo, the night-watchman of Old Post Street, says he saw 
him leaving the platform , he spends the afternoon at the 
Francia station always, and he saw him Doha Isabel was 

with me ” 

“ He’d been away two days then,” Sehoia Caritat snapped 
in before it should be too late 
“ And Antonio, he says to me ” 

Doha Isabel tut -tutted 

“ He’d come from the station and he said ” 

Doha Isabel opened a soft but rapid machine-gun fire of 

X>-, 

t 3 

He said to Doha Isabel and myself " I was down at the 
entrance to the platform when the French Express draws in, 
and who should walk out but young master Guillermo 
master Guillermo, the master smith’s son, the one whose 
establishment is in Cassadois Street — the young gentleman 
who won the pigeon-shooting competition at Gracia fair — he 
did, you know — a case of knives it was, and Antonio the night- 
watchman said to me, to us ‘I wonder where he could have 
been ’ Antomo himself thought there was something fishy, 
mystef was about Don Guillermo’s walking off the platform like 
that ” 

“ And he had a large suitcase, sefioras,” interposed Cantat, 
with a finality that called for lopes and gibbets 

‘‘ Yes, who knows but what Don Guillermo, God have mercy 
on him and lead him to redemption ” — ^Ambrosia wished to 
cioss heiself, but could not disentangle her fingers from the 
stnng of her parcel — “ Master Guillermo might have been 
canymg a load of bombs and petards ” 

“ Lord Jesus and His ImmacuJate Mother,” breathed Dona 
Ambrosia, edging her large bulk neaiei to the group for pro- 
tection, as she crossed herself with the package dangling from 
her hand 

It would be bombs he would have m that suitcase, I am 
thinking,” agreed Dona Gertrudis 
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And petards/’ whispeied Ambrosia , had battering rams 
been included she would have whispered and battering 
rams ” — and the Lord Himself knows what/’ she concluded 
A long pause to contemplate the bombs and petards and 
then 

‘‘A large suitcase/’ summed up Doha Desposoiis, reassert- 
ing her authority with visible effect The Guild of St Just 
steadied itself The tide of alarm began to recede 

“ He could have been returning from France , they say 
scoies of republicans were leturnmg from exile/’ battled 
Doha Isabel 

‘"Yes, but” — there was regiet at the destruction of an 
hypothesis m Cantat’s voice — “ he’d been away only two days ” 
“ Well, he had a large suitcase , what would he need that 
for, tell me that ^ ” 

“ Why shouldn’t he carry a suitcase He always does when 
he tiavels for Don Gumersmd, his father ” 

Doha Gertrudis came to the rescue with “ Ah, well, Gml- 
lei mo told me himself that he had lunched with Companys, 
the anarchists’ lawyer Perhaps you will agree that Sehor 
Companys is a republican He has fled to France, too ” 

“ Besides, Gmlleimo’s gone away too ” 

“ Gone away ” Desposoris drew attention to the fact 
When the Guild finally separated at the fountain, nothing 
fuither transpired than that Don Guillermo had disappeared, 
to Senora Trepat’s great distress, on the day of republican 
defeat 

It was nothmg more than sudden recollection that caused 
Gertrudis to remark to her friend in a very loud voice and at 
the moment they were passing Trepat House 

“ And they say that Natmtat fainted when Pepitu called 
Don Aleizandro an apoplectic hog ” 

‘‘ Donkey,” corrected Isabel 

“ An apoplectic donkey,” consented Gertrudis, as they passed 
out of earshot down Viladecols Street 

When Senora Tiepat entered her house she first noticed with 
mild surprise that Don Gumersmd had not returned to the 
smithy on the first floor, whence he had set out on busmess 
soon after the midday siesta, and then proceedea to the kitchen 
where she tried to drown the voices of scandal within by shooing 
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Caterma about on unpiemeditated business SenOid Trepat, 
of unimpressive statuie, in shape like the doily dyes that used 
to be sold m eveiy general stores but which now only lurk m 
village shops, and with an impenetrative voice, never felt herself 
a match for the five guildswomen She pictured them now 
churmermg away, as she used to say, about other people’s 
affairs, her own especially She stood pounding up the yolk 
of an egg with unusual vigour, half expecting to see the five 
behind her in the kitchen as she turned towards the pot that 
stood over the charcoal file Woosh, she went, plunging 
through the imaginary group “ Stir the egg into the soup 
thoroughly,” said the recipe book Doha Agata stirred 
thoroughly 

But concern for her son eventually drove out regaid for 
scandal Guillermo had left home without warning a week ago 
At first they thought he had gone upon some impromptu or 
urgent errand connected with the smithy, for he had been almost 
the salvation of the business upon more than one occasion when 
trade had been slack But inspection of his room revealed that 
nothing had been taken, his wardrobe was untouched Days 
had gone by and no letter had arrived, and anxiety had become 
intolerable It might have been mere coincidence that Guil- 
lermo had disappeared upon the day after the defeat of the 
Jaca rising He had always been unafraid to express his 
republican opinions, she trembled to think, even in the days 
when the Dictatorship had been more severe and mquisitoiial 
True, nearly everyone in Barcelona expressed such views , the 
master craftsmen and the small industrialists always called 
themselves Liberals, Don Gumersind himself Vvas a Liberal 
and would even discharge a Conservative workman who gam- 
said his Liberal beliefs beyond a certain point, or one who 
advanced too far in the opposite direction This he did, he 
explained, not m order to punish the man but because he liked 
the atmosphere of his smithy to be sympathetic The Trepat 
parents hved in constant tension, dreading that every caliei 
who pulled the smithy bell cham would be fiom the Captaincy 
of Pohee, with polite but firm inquiries about Guillermo Don 
Gumersind had even consulted his lawyer about the matter, 
and had already diffidently approached one or two more or less 
influential acquaintances with timidly diplomatic hmts about his 
predicament But the police had not come, and already that 
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fear had diminished a little m the household Julia Trepat, 
the daughter of twenty-six years of age, two years older than 
Guillermo, had done her best to comfort her mother , but 
her services could by the nature of her training consist only 
in going to mass with a special intention, and m such impetra- 
tions Doha Agata had surprisingly little faith With her eldest 
son Ricardo, the ’cellist, considered to be almost a second 
Casals by his music-hall and cabaret associates, she had little 
sympathetic contact Yet his gruff interjection during a period 
of semi-hysteria that Guillermo would be all right, the lad’s 
too damned slippy foi the police,” had given her no small 
comfort Don Gumersmd had made little reference to Guil- 
lermo’s absence, but she knew from his cantankerousness ” 
m the smithy below that he was alarmed for his son’s safety. 

Relationships between father and son were never at normal 
ease at Trepat House Guillermo’s extravagance of character, 
as Don Gumeisind termed his son’s republican ardours, had 
certainly estranged them a httle, but the principal reason for 
coolness was Guillermo’s lack of sustained interest in the 
smithy To Don Gumersmd the only important affair m life 
was the smithy , there only did he relax and oftentimes grow 
b^PPy III the house he was invariably coldly irascible, never 
showing passionate anger as he would m the smithy below, but 
masking his irascibility and makmg it twice as objectionable 
with a dignified exhibition of purely exterior patience At 
moments of critical irritation he had a trick of snapping his 
jaws together so that his clipped beard jerked sharply from his 
chest, at the same time taking a quietly audible breath Then 
he would gaze away through the window as if in the effortful 
exercise of spiritual strength 

“ But, Gumersmd . ” Senora Trepat would falter And 

then if the circumstances were sufficiently grave, Trepat would 
play off the most exasperating tnck in his possession 

Well, Agata he would say sweetly with a smile of 
suffermg, as if anger had been obliterated by a virtue he was 
too modest to declare, after which he would adroitly smother 
any references to the original provocation This was the 
manoeuvre that most infunated the faimly It was ineffective 
with Ricardo Between them a definite antipathy existed- 
It was not only Ricardo’s notonous evil hving, but his entire 
refusal to submit to these paternal performances that explamed 
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this Once when Ricardo, still m his early twenties, had been 
practising a particularly difiScult phrase m a rhapsody of 
Cassado, the father had made a sudden irascible protest, coup- 
ling It with a remark about his elder sou’s uselessness for leal 
woik That had occasioned the first rebellion upon Ricardo’s 
part, a revolt which had taken the external form of sawing out 
the objectionable phrase a score of times fortissimo The 
figure of five notes had indeed become the symbol of liberation, 
and whenever Don Gumersmd proposed to “ play off one of 
his antics,” as Ricaido put it, the son would hum the phrase 
loudly or thump out the rhythm witn the object nearest to 
hand Ta ta-ta ta-ta ” beaten upon the table-top with a 
book or clothes-brush would tell the household that the father 
had forgotten himself m the presence of Ricardo Ricardo’s 
glee m frustrating these exhibitions was indeed too fiendishly 
satincal and at times diew remonstrance from Senora Tiepat 
Nevertheless, the eldest son did much to make social life 
tolerable at Trepat House, although that was not his primary 
intention 

But below m the smithy Don Gumersmd was a creature of 
flank and genume passions If some interesting work pre- 
sented itself, he would jom in with the men, full of a contagious 
enthusiasm that ensured success in the execution of the job 
Bad work or any other offence agamst his craftsman’s principles 
he would not tolerate Once, returning from Malloica, to 
which island his fame as a smith had extended, he found that 
his leaaing hand, Eniique, had purchased a quantity of mild 
steel stock, to be used on the conliact for some lailings m the 
Gaell Faik He had sworn and cursed at Eniique for an hour 
and had finally marched off in a furibund humour to ordei the 
metal dealer to take back the pui chase wnich he had not 
sanctioned personally 

Don Gumeisind would have notiung of mild steel m his 
establishment Hard, temperabie tool steel he reverenced for 
Its character, but for the rest, iron , the best wrought billets 
and stock alone found access to the Trepat smithy This 
hatred for mild steel was almost comic m its intensity 

Characteiiess, utteily cliaiacterless,” he would ejaculate, 
glancing at some aiticle that had been brought in for 
repair Whoever heard even of a mild steel tnvel or wall 
lamp ! ” 


42 



TREPAT SMITHY 


Cold, Ixfeless, sullen, spiritless, heartless, unsympathetic, and 
the like were adjectives that Don Gumersmd hurled at the 
abject metal Should anyone m contentious mood question 
the doctrine, m the cafe or m the street, or anxiods for cheapness 
in a contract, Don Gumersmd would promptly lead him by 
the aim to the smithy, diaggmg him if need be He would 
then thrust pieces of iron and mild steel m the fire and shout 
for Cailos, the appi entice, to bung them to welding heat A 
hammei would be thrust into the now trembling hand of the 
objector, and then, when the sparkhng bar of steel had been 
smacked on the anvil by the enthusiastically orthodox appren- 
tice, Don Gumersmd would jab at it with a vicious finger and 
snarl 

‘‘ Hammer, my dear sir, beat it with the hammer, my dear 
sir, ah ^ oh ^ ” — with exultant scorn — ‘‘ is it not sullen Base, 
cold ' Now the iron, Carlos Carlos, the iron ^ And pushing 
the criminal steel aside, Carlos would deliver the tongs into 
the heretic’s hand “ Hammer, my dear sir, strike it faiily, 
what nobility * what generosity ^ what character it possesses ^ 
lion, my dear sir, that is Iron ^ ” 

The perspiring visitor would have to confess error, whether 
he had been aware of the difference or not, and Don Gumersmd 
would launch into a semi-mystical panegyric on the qualities 
of iron, black iron 

Iron, sir, black non, beware of ashen giey and ciystalline 
stuffs ^ Black lion has been with man through all his long 
history of civilization Iron that made the ploughshare ^ That 
made the tools , iron that m locks and gates defended the city 
fiom piracy and sack , black iron that with white silver and 
yellow gold has dignified the worship of Holy Church , the 
stout, the true, the noble metal I ” And even though Fere, the 
second hand, or Enrique, were only engaged upon a kitchen 
utensil, a trivet or a roasting jack, he would wave with broad 
dignity at the anvd where the deified metal lay as upon a 
sacrificial altar 

Nor would Don Gumersmd tolerate cheap and mferioi iron 
He had once been called in to repair an over-elaborate wrought- 
iron gate m the convent of tne Augustmes He had been 
forced to dismantle almost the entire structure m order to 
replace a key part which had been forged from indifferent iron 
“ In this house we buy the noblest metal only,” he would 
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proudly tell his customers, pomtmg to the stock, which unless 
both furnaces were m blast, remamed mvisible 

With methods, as with matenals, the traditions of the cjaft 
were to be mamtained at all costs Could not Don Gumersmd 
recount the history of the Trepat family over three centui les of 
documented existence If these ancient methods had main- 
tained tiie house so long, their efficacy could still be relied on 
Riveting and clipping as a means of fastemng together the 
scrolls and lines of an ornamental gate he would not pcimit 
No matter what the difficulty, ail paits had pei force to be 
welded In welding was salvation, all other devices were not 
of the true blacksmith’s art and their use was anathema Nor 
would Don Gumersmd tolerate the use of cast non in his 
establishment. Balcony ironwork in the course of a busy year 
might demand some hundreds of brackets or rings of identical 
features These might have been cast at a fraction of the cost 
of forging them on the anvil ; but that would have been to 
have robbed the whole balcony of any pretensions to beauty 
Any street m Barcelona could show you a hundred balconies 
which differed less than two beans, the product of the foundry 
or the factory Why should Don Gumersmd, Don Gumersmd 
Trepat pander to such tastes Besides, the inclusion of cast 
iron m a scheme set one thinking in terms of moulds, and that 
falsified the design It was Guillermo who had first pointed 
that out to Don Gumersmd, while they were ciitically examining 
the sanctuary gates of a convent chapel in Valencia The father 
had been enthusiastic about the observation and had felt a flush 
of pride in his son, a pride which grew year by year as Guiller- 
mo’s designing talent levealed itself, but which was tempered 
by an equally growing regret at his son’s inapplication It v/as 
the monotony of castmgs, each one a facsimile of the other, that, 
antagomzed Trepat, whereas a good smith might turn out ten 
articles of the same type in a day and each would have its own 
clearly evident character 

Don Gumersmd knew the handiwork of each of his ciafts- 
men Takmg hold of a piece of work a year or two years later 
he would glance at it and say to his customer “ Enrique, my 
leadmg man, made this , see how neatly he has run the fuller 
round this neck ” But much as he insisted upon refined 
qualifications m his smiths, Trepat would employ none who 
could not masterfully tackle the simplest and most rudimentary 
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work of a blacksmith Not int mast cieiicate‘^scroii-worK or 
the truest forging of an eye-lArD^tfi- ^ohurph* wmdow?*^ hm 
favourite test for new hands, 'wpuld SP^j^ 

not shoe a horse or produce a bllancenTsferrap. ‘^ne Mile- 
man’s needs form the basis ojN!T®“'5!Sl'^ 
gruffly “ When horsemanship dies out, so will the smithy 
with It ” 

Trepat, indeed, thought of himself as a reformer m the craft 
of smithing Back to the Middle Ages was his battle cry, 
when the craftsman was entrusted with the task of designing, 
when designs grew out of the metal and the tools instead of 
from paper and pencil The decadent and fantastic elabora- 
tion of patterns he condemned , iron was iron, not wax, and 
though he, Don Gumersmd, would fashion a wreath of flowers 
in lion as well as any smith in Europe, he looked askance on 
such overwrought ferrous millinery as he called it. 

Don Gumersmd had, of couise, a tiue pride m the fine and 
delicate In the neighbourhood of St. Just when anyone wished 
to refer to something extraordmary, expensive and useless, he 
did not refer to it as being a white elephant Such an article 
was like Senor Trepat’s weathervane ^ Many years ago, before 
the smithy had conquered its present fame, a wealthy “ colonial,” 
a shipping magnate returned from the Argentine, had commis- 
sioned a weathervane from Trepat This had to be crowned 
with a large model of a galleon m full sail, executed totally m 
iron Eight months’ labour it had cost Don Gumersmd and 
Enrique working together, for this was one of the occasions 
when the master smith had temporarily abandoned his little 
office at the bottom of the open well which gave light to the 
inner rooms of Trepat House 

At the end of the eight months the weathervane had so cap- 
tmed his affection that he ordered Enrique to repeat the whole 
design This done, Don Gumersmd was left with the problem 
of utilizing It, a very difficult matter Finally he had brought 
m masons, and the magnificent weathervane, some six feet m 
height and weighing several hundredweights, had been mounted 
on the roof of Trepat House, which was accessible only by 
climbing up the attic ladder, and where it remained totally 
invisible from any point in the house or the street Visitors 
and friends were occasionally dragged upwards, through dust 
and cobwebs, it is true, and duly admired the vane, a little too 
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ornate for Trepat’s later 'taste, %ut still an object worthy of his 
pride yenturesomew^g^ would occasionally ask Don Gumer- 
sind the direction of the wind, but the replies being discouraging, 
Sehor Trepat’s weathervane only '^remained m conversational 
currency as the aich-type of all white elephants 

It was in the matter of design that Tiepat had the greatest 
ambitions, and those impersonal ones It was his hope that 
the house of Trepat would one day produce the acknowledged 
and peerless Master Smith The dream had taken possession 
of him soon after his second son had been born Both sons, 
Ricardo at the age of ten and Guillermo at four, had been taken 
down to the forge and shown how to hold the hammer ‘‘ Just 
here, Giullermo, just here, my httle son, Guillermo put thumb 
down, there, that’s it ” Enrique had once been caught imita- 
tmg the master for the amusement of the apprentice Years 
had buried that score The child had patted the hot iron 
manfully and father had fashioned him a set of tongs and 
swages and flatters of his own and had given Enrique orders to 
instruct the child when he should be asked Ricardo had soon 
forsaken the smithy and had persuaded his mother to pay for 
music lessons But the defect of character later to scandalize 
the society m which the Trepats lived had shown itself early, 
and Ricardo, unable to foisake the music which he loved, 
had been unable to resist the flesh Though his studies had 
progressed so well that Manon and Cassado and Casals himself 
had expressed good opinion of his prospects, he had never made 
headway and was now playing in the music hall Pompeya for 
flfteen pesetas a day, livmg amongst congenial vice, his only 
true comfort in failure 

Guillermo had for many yeais excited admiration in the 
araftsmen of Trepat House His first essays in the mystery 
had been simple and quaintly conceived variations on the 
meat -hook, the spit and the trivet Then he had been entrusted 
with small pieces for customers, the welding of a pokei or the 
drawing of tongs 

Later, and with suddenly profuse blossoming, his ability as 
a designer had shown itself, and Don Gumersind had encouraged 
the lad to fill the yard with useless pieces of scioU woik and 
decorative motifs There was somethmg about the lad’s pro- 
ductions which promised greatness as a smith In some strange 
way which the father was unable to express m words, Guillermo’s 
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designs even in their fiist rough shape, drawn in soapstone upon 
a sheet of gauge metal or m pencil upon paper, called aloud for 
the solid, full-bodied iron Enrique, here ^ Look at this 
gate that Master Guillermo has sketched out — ^it fair makes 
the paper stand up,” and Don Gumersind would place the sheet 
of papei on end on the desk in fiont of him as if it really had 
acquired ngidity 

It was the Umversity that first separated the younger son 
from the smithy The Dictatorship, far from pacifying the 
country as it claimed to have done, by its political mcompetence 
had provoked a restless ferment of ideas, especially in the 
umversities The students’ organizations had become m effect 
political parties, and these almost exclusively republican The 
generous indignation of young blood could not foiget that 
Pnmo de Rivera and the generals who headed the dictatorship 
had been responsible for the terrible disasters in the Riff It 
was hardly likely that these incompetents who had failed to 
pacify the Riffi by force of arms would succeed m queUmg the 
unrest m Spain by the same means 

Guillermo, without losing his love for iron, had been drawn 
away from the smithy Art too had played the syren with him, 
the society of ai tists had been even more distracting All this 
had deeply grieved Don Gumeismd, and although his son’s 
designs became even more beautiful and pioper to the metal 
during this period, the father feaied that the craftsman and the 
designer m the lad would drift apart It was Trepat’s sacred 
doctrine that the two functions must zealously be kept united 
in one person, the smith himself There was nothing mystical 
or sociological in this theory The smith knew and understood 
the propel ties of iron and the nature of the tools Out of those 
a design must grow to be effective Don Gumersmd had 
weaned the social room of the Guild of Master Smiths’ head- 
quarters with his pieachment, though the smiths of Barcelona 
envied his national fame and conceded him liis due of 
praise 

Politics had sharpened Guillermo’s contioveisial powers and 
given him a delight in speech, and there had been many fuiious 
discussions at Trepat House, at first principally about the work 
of the Smithy 

One of the admitted masterpieces of Don Gumersmd’s forge 
had sprung from one such aigument, a pair of gates designed 
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Ornate for Trepat’s later taste, %ut still an object worthy of his 
pride^ Venturesome Would occasionally ask Don Gumer- 
smd the direction of the wmd, but the replies being discouraging, 
Sehor Trepat’s weathervane only '^remained in conversational 
currency as the aich-type of all white elephants 

It was m the matter of design that Tiepat had the greatest 
ambitions, and those impersonal ones It was his hope that 
the house of Trepat would one day pioduce the acknowledged 
and peerless Master Smith The dream had taken possession 
of him soon after his second son had been bom Both sons, 
Ricardo at the age of ten and Guillermo at four, had been taken 
down to the forge and shown how to hold the hammer Just 
here, Guillermo, just here, my little son, Guillermo put thumb 
down, there, that’s it ” Enrique had once been caught imita- 
tmg the master for the amusement of the apprentice Years 
had buried that score The child had patted the hot iron 
manfully and father had fashioned him a set of tongs and 
swages and flatters of his own and had given Enrique orders to 
instruct the child when he should be asked Ricardo had soon 
forsaken the smithy and had persuaded his mother to pay for 
music lessons But the defect of character later to scandalize 
the society m which the Trepats lived had shown itself early, 
and Ricardo, unable to foisake the music which he loved, 
had been unable to resist the flesh Though his studies had 
progressed so well that Manon and Cassado and Casals himself 
had expressed good opinion of his prospects, he had never made 
headway and was now playing in the music hall Pompeya for 
fifteen pesetas a day, livmg amongst congenial vice, his only 
true comfort in failure 

Guillermo had for many yeais excited admiration m the 
.craftsmen of Trepat House His first essays in the mystery 
had been simple and quaintly conceived variations on the 
meat -hook, the spit and the trivet Then he had been entrusted 
with small pieces for customers, the welding of a poker or the 
drawing of tongs 

Later, and with suddenly profuse blossoming, his ability as 
a designer had shown itself, and Don Gumersind had encouraged 
the lad to fill the yard with useless pieces of scroll woik and 
decoiative motifs There was somethmg about the lad’s pro- 
ductions which promised greatness as a smith In some strange 
way which the father was unable to express m words, Guillermo’s 
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designs even m their hist rough shape, drawn in soapstone upon 
a sheet of gauge metal or m. pencil upon paper, called aloud for 
the solid, full-bodied iron “ Enrique, here ^ Look at this 
gate that Master Guillermo has sketched out — it fair makes 
the paper stand up,” and Don Gumersmd would place the sheet 
of paper on end on the desk in fiont of him as if it really had 
acquired rigidity 

It was the Umversity that jSrst separated the younger son 
from the smithy The Dictatorship, far from pacifying the 
country as it claimed to have done, by its political incompetence 
had provoked a restless ferment of ideas, especially in the 
universities The students’ organizations had become in effect 
political parties, and these almost exclusively republican The 
generous indignation of young blood could not forget that 
Primo de Rivera and the generals who headed the dictatorship 
had been responsible for the terrible disasters m the Riff It 
was hardly likely that these incompetents who had failed to 
pacify the Rifh by force of aims would succeed in quelling the 
unrest m Spam by the same means 

Guillermo, without losing his love for iron, had been drawn 
away from the smithy Art too had played the syren with him, 
the society of artists had been even more distracting All this 
had deeply grieved Don Gumeismd, and although Ins son’s 
designs oecame even more beautiful and pioper to the metal 
during this period, the father feaied that the craftsman and the 
designer m the lad would drift apart It was Trepat’s sacred 
doctrine that the two functions must zealously be kept united 
in one person, the smith himself There was nothing mystical 
or sociological in this theory The smith knew and understood 
the propel ties of iron and the nature of the tools Out of those 
a design must grow to be effective Don Gumersmd had 
weaned the social room of the Guild of Master Smiths’ head- 
quarters with his preachment, though the smiths of Barcelona 
envied his national fame and conceded him his due of 
praise 

Politics had sharpened Guillermo’s contioversial powers and 
given him a delight in speech, and theie had been many fuiious 
discussions at Trepat House, at fiist principally about the work 
of the Smithy 

One of the admitted masterpieces of Don Gumersind’s forge 
had sprung from one such argument, a pair of gates designed 
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for the Marquis of Foionda Guillermo also had ati aesthetic 
doctrine about the nature of iron 

Iron IS Force in Equilibrium,” he would say, the straight 
line in a design is that force doing woik, expressing itself m the 
cleanliness of its thrust, m its balance, in its adequacy for some 
resistance imposed by other parts of the design ” 

Don Gumersind would hum a little and tap the dust and scale 
of the stockyard with his toe 

“ Now all curves and scrolls axe dynamic, they are escape- 
ment and liberation of force and must nevei be allowed to 
dominate design ” 

‘‘ Good, good,” Don Gumersind would agree “ I am m 
conformity, proceed ” 

‘‘ And all such curves, scrolls and fronds must leave the 
parent straight line without impoverishing its strength, without 
emasculating it ” 

Trepat Senior became dubious, these excessive refinements 
of theoiy mystified him And then the Foronda contract 
cropped up, and this was decisive Don Gumersind had de- 
signed the gates and there was in the sketch the germ of a great 
work, more than the germ, the half-grown idea strugglmg to be 
free from some encumbiance indefinable to the father Guil- 
lermo had been away on some mad-brained political adventure 
and had returned to find the plans completed There had been 
a tense moment while the son scrutinized the father’s sketch 
Then slowly he laid the drawing down and, spreading wide his 
fingers and bending them like a hen’s foot, a gesture of 
his when he wished to emphasize an opinion, brought his 
hand down firmly on the paper and pronounced the one word ' 
« No ’ ” 

Then he had proceeded to expound his doctrine of Force 
once more 

‘‘ The scroll panels, father, these are dynamic The scrolls 
are too powerful for the rectangles enclosing them These 
fronds also are too big ” 

But a tree * . interposed Don Gumersind 
Yes, the first two branches of a tree are together thicker 
than the trunk, but a tree is wood, living wood, and this is 
iron ” 

Yes, yes,” consented the father. 

Use a bigger stock for the uprights, refine thesp panels 
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by thinning the scrolls at their spnng-ofif points, and yon 
have It ^ ” 

Don Giimersind had begun dubiously to resketch the draw- 
ing, and then, suddenly, enthusiasm flamed up like a bonfire. 
He mshed to the foot of the staircase that ascended from the 
stockyard Guillermo, Guillermo, oh my son ^ ” he shouted, 
“ come down at once , the very paper stands up, you can heai 
the ring of the metal, I swear the paper itself has grown heavy ^ ’’ 

The whole design had readjusted itself from the initial 
modifications demanded by Guillermo The Foronda gates 
had become the crowmng masterpiece of the Tiepat Smithy. 

These debates about design, always amicable, were not the 
only arguments that became frequent between father and son. 
The artistic fame of the house had grown enormously, but its 
financial piosperity had not kept pace It was m this that 
Trepat Senior had estranged his son from the smithy, for mdeed 
politics and the amenities of the artistic life had not been the 
only causes The older man jealously preserved to himself 
the privilege of keeping the books It was, of course, his right, 
but while he was more than a competent smith, his abihties in 
the direction of the house were poor He was conservative 
where he might well have been progressive Guillermo, half- 
guessing that his fathei’s affairs were in an unhealthy condition, 
had pressed his father to adopt modern methods of book- 
keeping and costing 

Don Gumersmd would have none of it, it savoured of the 
factory , not one of his son’s arguments, nor Enrique the fore- 
man’s respectful support for them, had any effect He strongly 
lesented his son’s interference in the financial affairs of the 
house and there had been a grave quarrel that had ended m 
Guillermo’s sulky refusal to design work for a while The 
matter was continually cropping up between them, for the son 
had soon clear evidence that, far from growing more prosperous, 
the house was really being impoverished So much capital was 
being continually locked up in these long-term undertakings, 
that the house frequently was hard pressed for liquid funds 

Don Gumersmd had forgotten that in the Middle Ages the 
customei himself had oftentimes bought the iron and provided 
capital m the form of food and lodging This custom had 
long died out, and the senior smith had made no allowance 
for the fact Eniique had repeatedly pointed out to him that 
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tile house was still being sustained by the routine W3rk of the 
smithy, shoeing and the repair of domestic and petty mdustnal 
appliances Don Gumersind would not yield, and though be 
and his younger son had never become antagonized, as in the 
case of Ricardo, yet there was never harmony between them, 
and the father's irascibility had suffered fresh excitation 

Sehora Trepat, who had been periodically glancing through 
the window foi the passage of her two fellow guildswomen, was 
not deceived by their reference to the affair at Don Aleixandro’s 
house Nevertheless, it provided Catarina with a cue, and she 
began embellishing the incident with more or less fanciful 
details to which she attributed some impoitance It made 
matteis worse that Don Aleixandro had been wearing his best 
English cloth dinner suit, the one that they had to take back 
three times and which Aleixandro had finally refused to pay 
for unless it would meet across the stomach after dmnei, "" for 
a gentleman do need comfort at the table, as my fathei used 
to say He’d always have his way about two sets of buttons 
towaids the top of the fiy, Doha Agata, so that he could set 
a-comfortable like in his chair after supper ” Shoitly it tians- 
pired that Pepitu’s offence had also been more seiious because 
of being committed on Don Aleixandro’s saint’s day Then 
Cataima embarked upon an account of one Carlos Aucells, 
native of hei town who, bemg drunk, climbed into a wool- 
merchant’s cait while the merchant was m the tavern, and of 
how he fell asleep there, and how the merchant, diunk also, 
drove on thirty miles and then leapt out of the cart in tenor 
because the Devil’s own lesurrection of sheep was taking place 
m his veiy cart Just as she was beginning to describe what 
happened when the wool merchant returned with help and a 
few pitchforks, the hammering in the smithy below suddenly 
stopped and they heard a shout fiom Eniique A moment 
later they heard steps upon the staiicase, of two persons The 
same thought flashed into the minds of mistress and servant, 
and Cataima instantly came to Senora Trepat’s side The first 
person mounting was Guillermo, they recognized the httle 
skipping lun with Vv^hich he invaiiably ascended, a tripping 
which ominously stopped short and was subdued to a levci 
step Behind Guillermo came someone with a firm, slow step 
Catarina . they’ve arrested him » . . . Guillermo ' ” 
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Catanna listened and could make no reply Tlie footsteps 
were at the top of the stairs now, there was a moment’s pause 
and they heard Guillermo say This way,” and then the door 
ooened and the son entered the room followed by a well- 
dressed man, who appealed to be about Ricardo’s age and 
was totally unknown to them 

“ Hullo, Mother,” shouted Guillermo after a moment’s pause 
“ Guillermo,” whispered Doha Agata and came feebly to 
her son and embraced him 

“ Now, young man,” began Catarina, looming large behind 
Doha Agata, “ haven’t I told you time and again ” 

“ Little coolae dear, sweet ^tanna, my precious one,” sang 
Guillermo, “ that is not the way to behave before strangers ” 
Catarina made a fierce noise m her throat which expressed 
what she had to say quite well 

‘‘ Then, Guillermo, you’re not ariested,” Sehora Trepat 
could hardly breathe the word 

“ Good Lord, no, Mother Allow me to present my friend, 
my English fnend, Don Francis — Sehor Francisco Charmg, of 
London ” 

The strangei smiled, bowed slightly and paid the coirect 
compliments m good Catalan 

“ I had the good fortune to meet your son upon the Somerfotd 
Abbey, the boat on which I have travelled to Barcelona,” added 
the stranger 

This dispelled Sehora Trepat’s anxiety a httle Although 
she had never heard that Englishmen meddled with the politics 
of Barcelona, she had been suspecting that her son’s compamon 
was a revolutionary acquaintance 

“ I am suie my son has also been fortunate,” she replied 
coldij/ 

Tne Englishman appeared at his ease, for he continued 
“ Your son came aboard at Valencia the mght before we 
depaited and shared a cabm with me I have been most 
interested m his conversation ” And then, turning to Guil- 
lermo, he said ‘‘ Perhaps you will explain ” 

“ Let us leave explanations till later — something for the 
sehoi, Catarina,” ordered Guiileimo, and Catarma suddenly 
remembered the traditions of hospitality and placed an assort- 
ment of bottles upon the table 

Finally, as he was departing, Sehora Trepat invited the 
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visitor to supper, which ho properly refused m the traditional 
form 

After his departure, Guillermo explained that he had indeed 
fled to fi lends m Valencia and that he had then returned to 
Barcelona and stayed with the Englishman at his rooms for two 
days, wiule the latter, who was thoroughly acquainted with 
the City, made discreet inquiries as to Guillermo’s safety 
Only upon ascertaining that the police had not been searching 
for him had he returned to Tiepat House 

Catarma continued to make depiecatory noises in her throat 
during this nanation, but Sehora Trepat on the whole regietted 
that she had not been more cordial to the Englishman Then 
suddenly she invited Guillermo to accompany her m a shopping 
expedition along Correo Viejo Street, where she never shopped, 
but in which Doha Gertrudis and Isabel would be sure to be 
seated in front of the httle shop which the former kept there 
Guillermo’s cheerful consent pleased his mother gieatly. 
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VIRGINS IN HELL 

Charinc’s chance remaik that he had met Macid, the exiled 
patriot of Catalnnya, had broken down Guillermo’s last reserve 
With heartfelt thanlcfulness at having someone to confide in, 
he had told Francis that owing to comphcit3^ m the December’ 
attempt he had fled to Valencia, where he had hoped to shelter 
with friends That had been impossible, and his little money 
now spent, he was returning in fear to Barcelona, whence he 
hoped to escape to France Almost with tears he had accepted 
Charmg’s offer of assistance 

The following day Fiancis had made inquiries m quarters 
indicated by Guillermo He had privately been very grateful 
for this excellently sponsored introduction to republican cii cies* 
A change of political system was evidently coming His con- 
cern was not with such ummportant lefoims nor with the 
republican parties, but there was another aspect to the matter . 
v/ould this change throw up a Kerensky To be followed by 
whom ? 

The simple instinct of friendship had prompted the action ; 
he had indeed offered to help Guillermo leach France should 
that have been necessary , but the young politician had not 
known that his imprisonment at Charmg’s hastily procured 
room at Mar Street had been xmnecessarily piolonged by one day, 

Francis had soon ascertained that the police were not search- 
ing foi the fugitive, owing to the astuteness with which 
Companys the lawyer had disposed of his papers after warning 
Sanchez Guerra, the ex-Conservative leader, disguised novel- 
isticaliy as a beggar, when their rendezvous in a piivate flat 
behind the Barcelona Theatie m the Paseo de Gracia was 
about to be raided by the police 

The cordial and exaggeiated letter of introduction secured 
every wheie a respectful attention by which it would have 
been unwise not to profit 
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It was entirely due to this foitunate happening that the 
curious adventure with de Rivieie befell him so unexpectedly 
a few days later 

The day following his visit to Trepat House Francis decided 
to look for work m the docks, and accordingly set out foi the 
Dockers’ Syndicate Headquarters as a preliminary His choice 
of dock labour was determined by several poweiful reasons 
First, the independent and belhgerent spirit of the majoiity of 
the dockworkers was a potent influence m the affaiis of the city 
Secondly, he had worked m the basins before and was appa- 
rently still remembered he had been affectionately greeted m 
the cafe at Mallorca Wharves on the mght of Guillermo’s 
landing Also, the intermittent character of the work would 
be convenient foi him, and finally, it was in the docks that the 
most disagreeable problem of the workers’ movement was most 
sharply focussed, the fierce mtemecme struggle between the 
workers adhenng to the C N T , the revolutionary syndicalist 
movement, m which the dominating philosophy was Anarchism, 
and the nunonty belonging to the U G T , the constitutional 
socialist organization of trade umons, whose principal sti ength 
was in Madrid and the Biscayan provinces These latter weie 
for ever pleading for co-operation with the employers, their 
leader indeed had entered the Council of State set up by the 
Dictatorship The revolutionary workers, on the other hand, 
although confused and disorientated by the F A I , the Ibenan 
Anarchist Federation, a nucleus which had obtained control 
from within the C N T , were ceaselessly and with magnificent 
spmt battling against their employers This diametric oppo- 
sition of tactics between the two bodies had long passed the 
purely verbal stage The tragic days of 1921 and 1922, when 
armed workers of the rival schools openly shot one another 
down in the streets, had apparently passed for good , nevei - 
tlieless the atmosphere was electric in the docks and minor 
distuibances were ceaselessly takmg place If the local syndi- 
cate adhering to the C N T decided to declare a strike, that 
sufficed for the U G T to issue a manifesto m the press de- 
claring the moment to be inopportune, and announcing their 
decision to continue at work If the U G T by respectful 
lobbying obtained some usually risible concession for their 
members, this was the signal for the C N T automatically to 
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make unwoikable whatever adjustment had been obtained 
There were also the Free Catholic Syndicates, of coiiise, but 
their notoriety as gunmen and their intellectual nonentity 
prevented that forlorn effort of the Church from being foi mid- 
able in the Docks 

It was m this atmosphere of diama and tormented activity 
that the workeis of the docks, and indeed the workmg popu- 
lation of Barcelona, lived their lives The spectacle of the city 
by night as seen from the bieakwater had often suggested to 
Francis the image of a volcano Over the mountains that 
backed the great port there often hung a low awnmg of cloud, 
made denser by the trapped smoke of the city, and this, illu- 
minated by the city glare, looked very like the tent of reflection 
that hangs over Stiomboh, which he had often passed in the 
old days upon the Chateau de Lyon, his first ship The thm, 
lava -like streams of newly-built streets twinkled down the 
mountain slopes into the efieivescing sea of lava which was the 
central city, the loar and detonation of which made the likeness 
even more impressive This was the very symbol of Barcelona, 
a volcano eternally rumbling, upon which the older of Spamsh 
society was built A volcano whose trembling from tune to 
time rocked the industrial houses to their foundations or 
bi ought some proud structure to rum 

To the sensitive observer this drama, or tragedy, of the docks 
was magnificent in its grandeur of blind stiuggle and bitter 
suffering Here was the restless and tormented spirit of man, 
straining to burst bonds, yearning for a nobler life, yet barely 
guessing what forms and likeness that life could possess the 
spirit of the man Prometheus The sad splendour of it all was 
at times ovei powering to Fiancis, and he felt hushed as with 
reveience before the display 

At the Dockworkers’ Syndicate Headquarteis in the Plaza 
de Medmaceli he had been readily able to prove his former 
occupation in the poit , there weie even some present who 
recognized him and testified to his honourabihty as a worker 
He leceived his membeiship card and was placed upon the roll 
of dockworkers, jobs at that time being shared in rotation 
The same afternoon he obtained work upon the Riu Negre, and 
the following moinmg upon the Poeta Afolas^ unloading 
Aigentme wheat 

The Poeta Arolas, a six thousand -tonner belonging to the 
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Arnus people, was moored against the New Wha if m the 
Tndnstnal Basin and so Francis had only a short walk from 
Max Street The shipmaster directed him to work with the 
Murcian’s gang ” 

During the five minutes blow in the middle of the morning 
he made himself known to the gang and they to him Alonso 
Maitmez, the colla leader, was also the life of the party He 
and Rafael Texido weie fellow townsmen from Aichivel, in 
Murcia, and had left that place together a few years ago when 
the olive harvest had failed for the third year m succession 
The remainder of the gang consisted of Flilaii Viladesol, nick- 
named the Cauliflower, Gerard Vails, a tall and quiet Catalan 
With a long switch of dull hair, and Isidro Martinez, a dwarfish, 
bald-headed Aragones, the butt of the gang And no relation 
to him,” he said with an expostulatory air that explained the 
gang’s choice of him for a butt, pointing to the leadei We 
call him Duck’s Disease, because his rear’s near the ground,” 
remarked Alonso as he pretended to impart a domestic polish 
to Isidio’s head 

When the whistle blew at 12 30 Rafael invited Francis to 
accompany them to their cafe for lunch The sick Catalan, 
who would be unlikely to return foi some time, had been 
accustomed to eat with them It was their practice to sub- 
scribe for one large dish of meat and to bung each his own bread 
Francis might take the absentee’s place at the table if he wished 
He accepted gladly, and accompanied them to a little cafe 
on New St Francisco Street The subscription dish was 
brought m, a large tureen of tripe cooked a la catalana Alonso 
began a mock flirtation with the w'aiter, who he said was a 
pretty girl The latter, Umberto by name and aged about 
forty, showed no embaiTassment 

“ May God paidon him,” said Texido of someone he had 
been discussing with Vails, the quiet Catalan 
Alonso ceased tickling the waiter’s knee 
Madman,” he said, lifting his hands m protest at Texido 
“ What’s up now ^ ” queried Texido, on guard 
I say madman, madman,” repeated Alonso, drawing back 
from the table m honor 

“ You say that a thousand times a day, fool, I said may 
God pardon him and may God pardon him and you too, for 
they say He’s good.” 
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“ They say so,” corroborated the quiet Catalan, mournfuny 
seaichipg m the common bowl 

“ What I say is this, you don’t know God, Rafael ^ ” 
Keloiows everything, everybody, including God,” grumbled 
the dwarf His round and white head hovering close above the 
plate reminded Francis of St John the Baptist the morning 
after the night before 

So I don’t know God ^ ” 

“ That’s what I say,” said Alonso, waiting for attention. 

« Well, then, come to the point, let’s have it ” 

“ Listen, there was once a great lady — Hey, >ou, Shortarse, 
pass up the wme , that’s one of your tncks when I begin talking 
— great lady who was very virtuously wicked Now her 
wickedness was all of the kind that didn’t get her into public 
troi’ble In fact the essential point is, gentlemen, that this 
lady contrived to preserve her virginity until she died, and some 
time after, saving your maidenly shame, Umberto ” 

The waiter interjected ‘‘ Yes, yes,” briskly 
She used to boast about it frequently, especially when 
instances occurred of the contrary practice, making polite 
references to her excellence for the benefit of the bishops and 
deans she used to entertain But as they didn’t understand, 
it was little profit to her — and kindly pass the wine back. 
Shorty ” A short inter\"al of struggle foi the wme porron and 
then Alonso continued “ But despite all her care, this virtuous 
lady woke up the morning after death and found herself in hell ” 
Vails, the quiet Catalan, murmured “ Poor woman, fancy 
that,” and shook his head m a manner that suggested reminiscence 
‘‘ She was naturally very angry about it, at the same time 
curious about her exact location She could see the prioress 
of the local convent not far off and one or two gentlewomen of 
the district also So fai, things seemed to be very properly 
ordered, but what really annoyed her was the presence of the 
inn-keeper’s daughter, who said she still smelt of the stable, 
although one or two proximate sufferers said it wasn’t the stable 
She wanted to inquire of the red devils, handsome fellows, 
who were cavorting around trying to attract her attention, but 
unfortunately — well, their state of undress made it evident she 
was, for a respectable lady, m the wrong compartment so to 
speak Compree ” 

Nods of comprehension while Alonso lit a cigarette 


57 



IVlOiN 


“ However, she shut her eyes at last and inquired of one of 
the devils ‘ Oh, your lordship — I mean — well, excuse me, but 
exactly where aie we, at the moment ’ ‘At the moment ^ 
. the second stage of Hell, ma'am,’ he replied, ‘ and a 
toiciably pleasant spot too, considering it’s for eteinity ^ ” 
Vails looked up and nodded wistfully 

“ There are, as you know, gentlemen, seven great pits m 
hell, paved with butnmg asphalt, each one deeper and hotter 
than the last and the final one bottomless, like Umbel to,” 
giving a pinch m the region indicated 

“ Now he knows all about hell,” grumbled Isidio the dwarf 
“ He knows everything, everybody ” 

Alonso ignoied the challenge and continued “ Well, habit 
Will have its way, of course, so that virtuous lady spent the 
next thousand years boasting of her Virgmily, in hell ” 

“ Hey ^ ” shouted the dwarf, choking with excitement 
“ How can you have a bottomless pit with a floor of burning 
asphalt ” He rapped on the table with his spoon 

“You can’t, sonny, that’s only put m to keep kids from 
going to sleep Shall I contmue after the disorderly element 
has been thrown out, gentlemen ” 

“ Why not ” asked the waiter m an uncertain tone, dis- 
engaging himself from the Murcian’s arm The dwarf gripped 
tne triblecloth m both hands and his companions desisted 
“ Well, after a thousand years of boasting about her mtegu- 
mental rectitude, alwa3^s m a refined way with her scat well 
ludden m boiling pitch, she decided to piay about it ” 

“ They don’t piay m hell,” objected Vails timidly 
“ Precisely, but ttus lady had forgotten her theology, so she 
prayed, foi ten thousand ^’'ears, reminding God of her strong 
point No bono ’ ” 

“ No bono,” agreed the table 

“ She prayed for another twenty thousand years, and she 
might have pra^^ed until Isidio heie achieved a little sense — 
you’ll break that spoon, man — but nothing doing, no go 

There’s no forgiveness m hell, once you’re there you’ie there 
So at last she gave up praying, and in despaii — well, the case 
IS that a particularly handsome devd had been tempting hei 
patiently all this while (when she refused him he used to 
ie\enge himself by reading her tombstone epitaph to her) — so 
at ^ast she jumped up and walked off to a quiet little coiner of 
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fuming sulphur with him And no sooner had she lost her 
special advantage than the Almighty let out a tremendous 
thunderclap of wrath and tipped the whole caboodle, devil, lady 
and block of sulphur and all mto the seventh and bottomless 
pit of hell ” 

Bottomless pit * ” snorted Isidro 

Confused argument broke out as to the application of the 
tale, and Chaimg gathered that this was the usual end of 
Alonso’s stories The original cause of it was forgotten 
Rafael expounded it as illustrative of the worker’s social posi- 
tion “ Let It be known that 3^ou cairy this ticket,” and he 
produced his syndicate card, ‘‘ and shoitly you’ll be throwing 
bombs, ail over the columns of the press ” In this ensuing 
discussion Alonso did not interfere It was clear this was not 
his meaning 

A couple of coal-biackencd dockers kicked the door open 
and hailed Alonso 

“ Hola ^ wheie are you at it now, black nobs ” mquired 
the Muician 

“ Coaling, the Apollo of Biemen, down on Western,” leplied 
one We’re chucking it to-morrow, it’s no good to us — leave 
it to those accustomed to it, I say, and Vidal here savs so too.” 

“ Yeh ” 

The quiet Catalan nodded ‘‘ Special woik, is that, coaling 
Now you should see my brother coaling , he never tires They 
can fill the baskets as fast as they like, but my brother just runs 
down the plank and up they go ^ Like picking up a tw^'o -year- 
old That’s special work ” 

Alonso winked at Francis “ They’ll have heard of friend 
VaUs’s bi other m England, no doubt, friend Charing'? The 
pride of Catalunya, eh, Vails, my boy Once when he was 
coaling a little Portuguese coaster he undertook to do the whole 
job of running the baskets up himself Kept on all day and 
half the night, till, at last the filleis protested ” 

“ No, I don’t say that,” murmured Vails 

‘‘ I say It . and then he started filling himself and they 
left him to It Next moinmg that damn ship wasn’t to be 
seen Valis’s biother had filled her that full she couldn’t float 
Fact ” 

‘‘ No, no, Alonso,” protested the Catalan with ludicrous 
melancholy Alonso slapped him on the shoulder 
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“ I’m sorry, man, I never meant to hurt your feelings —still, 
consideiing we’ve never even seen your brother ” 

He only worked here a fortnight,” argued Vails mournfully 

“ Weil, then, that’s xt No doubt he’s hot stuff,” agreed tne 
Murcian 

They decided to go down to No 17, one of the small cafes 
like three-walled waiting-rooms that were situated among the 
w'arehouses along the dock raiiioad Vails was arguing that 
Alonso should not perpetuate superstition, and that a good 
revolutionary worker should not even make use of such things 
for the sake of illustration 

‘‘ Eh Animal ^ would you deny me expression of my 
iiteiary instincts ^ ” exclaimed Alonso moie m conviction than 
anger 

Aren’t oui ideas good enough for you, then ” Vails 
contested stolidly 

“ What do you think, friend, in this case of Alonso’s ” 
asked Rafael, taking Francis by the arm “ Vails here . 
well, you’ve heaid, but he’s alv/ays attacking Alonso on this 
point ” 

“ Well, as amusement the tale was good — and Vails doesn’t 
like amusement, I guess — but strictly, from the i evolutionary 
standpoint Alonso would do better to cut that stuff out Fex 
my part, I don’t give a damn ” 

“ Tnen you are a i evolutionary also, brother ^ ” 

“ Naturally ” 

‘‘ Well, I don’t like to question nor to walk in on a man’s 
private thoughts — you understand — what aic your ideas, 
chum ” said Rafael, squaring round m fiont of Francis and 
takmg him by a coat button 

“ I believe the workers must take the country into their 
own hands ” 

Rafael shiugged his shoulders 
Are you an anarchist ^ ” he asked abiuptly. 

“ No ” 

Vails lifted up his head with attention, while Francis took 
out his syndicate membership card* 

“ You are not a socialist, then ” 

Of course not ” 

Texido did not question further, but it was cleai that he had 
met fi lends 
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ESCAPE OF DON NICOLAU 
I 

The three men before him must be exceedingly nervous, 
Fiancis thought , it had taken them nearly two hours to make 
their request The eldest of them, Calomarde by name, who 
he knew had been dismissed from his post at the university as 
professor of the history of art on account of his republican 
views, had timidly introduced his companions as Luis and 
Jaime Cadalfalch, and then after an hour’s guarded conversa- 
tion had refen ed to Trepat Another hour had passed before 
they had advanced furthei 

“ I will make a frank statement,” said the younger Cadalfalch 
at last, since you have been so good as to promise your help 
Needless to say, you will be in no way obliged to keep your 
promise if you consider the proposal I am going to make too 
hazardous Let me explain our position As a result of the 
failure of the Jaca rising, the greater number of our leaders are 
in exile, m prison or have been deported m prison -ships 
Unfortunately one of our most valued men, and one most 
seriously concerned m the late revolt, has been unable to make 
his escape and is at the moment m hiding in the city We 
wish to know whether you would be willing to perform an 
inestimable seivice for us, a service that will not be unduW 
dangerous noi prejudicial provided your stay in this city is net 
intended to be lengthy In which case well, sir, 

I should s+ill have the effrontery to ask your assistance. 
Cadalfach waited for Francis to speak 

Good , I may as well tell you that I am taking up residence 
in Barcelona, but none the less I should like to hear what you 
wish me to do ” 

“ Very good, sir,” continued the delegation spokesman 

We feel able to conduct our friend as far as some town neai 
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the frontier, but it is necessary that . No, sir, you are 
mistaken,” he hastened to say, seeing that Francis was about 
to speak “ It is necessary that someone be awaiting our 
friend on the French side of the border, with food and clothing 
and rooms at his disposition Theie is some small element of 
risk, for the French police, while not maintaining much vigilance 
over our men, do not encourage this sort of thing At the 
moment there is none among us whose movement into France 
would not be a matter for suspicion A foieign gentleman 
might however leave the country entiiely without question 
That, sir, is the service we are asking of you, put simply. 
There is no need to add that we do not lack funds at the moment, 
for the public has been very generous in the emergency ” 

At Cadalfalch’s order the waiter brought them four glasses 
and a bottle of Domenecq brandy while Francis considered the 
proposition put before him 

Viewed from the strict Party standpoint this was no part of 
his business Tt might be consideied definitely wrong of him 
to perform this service Were he arrested, the whole of the 
work he had been sent to do would be made impossible This 
would be a serious blow to the movement Nor could these 
men be called revolutionaries m any leal sense They merely 
wished to chase a despotic king out of the country and foi him 
to substitute a ballot-box tyranny The lule of Capital and 
Rent would still go on Nevertheless, this assistance, if given, 
would place large numbers of peonle in debt to him Theie 
might come a time, probably would, when he would need a 
similar service Viewed solely as assurance, the matter must 
not be summanly rejected There was, too, his belief that 
the republicans would, as the proverb put it, “ sow breezes 
and reap hurricanes ” In that case they should be helped 
provided his own work with the hurricanes were not hindered 

And also, damn it, there was the fun and excitement of it 
action, the stiong medicine he needed It would be better, 
however, to keep the whole matter in his own hands The 
thought of trusting to an entirely unknown person’s abihty to 
cross the Alberes hills in the dark was not comfortable He 
pictured himself shivering under wet pines all night waitmg 
for the rattle of stones which would be his man Besides, the 
more or less compheated busmess preliminary to ciossmg the 
pass would have to be done competently 
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He made his decision known to the three republicans , they 
expressed gratitude and desired him to visit the Escape 
Committee with them straightway 
As they stood on the pavement waitmg for a taxi^ Francis 
asked Jaime Cadalfalch 

You will be Willing to tell me the name of your friend, 
since I am in a sense placing myself m your hands ” 

Certainly, Nxcolau de Riviere ” Francis gave a little 
exclamation of surpiise It was strange that de Riviere had 
not been smuggled away earlier He was one of the most 
important men m the republican parties 

The taxi took them rapidly along Layetana and then turned 
up Jaime I and on to Calle Fernando, where they descended 
and enteied a cafe through which Luis led them to a courtyard 
A door beyond gave them access to a staiicase by which they 
climbed to a room empty save for a table and a long form and 
out of which a fuither door opened A fiy -speckled, low-watt 
bulb dismally ht the room An electric piano sounded below 
Embarrassed, they sat down upon the long form while Lms 
went in search of his friends Shortly they heard a party 
stumbling up tne long stairs and then the dooi opened and 
Lms entered, accompanied by Guillermo Tiepat and two 
others, a dark-faced, stocky man of early middle age, intro- 
duced as the Doctor IVIanscal, and a nervous, sunken -chested 
individual with a drooping underlip and a body held back from 
the waist, whose name Francis did not catch Guillermo 
warmb^ gieeted Charing and then introduced him to the others. 
They began to discuss the escape without delay Fiancis was 
secretly amused to find that not his assistance of Trepat was 
serving as the best ciedential, but the fact, or his asscition, foi 
the committee had no proof of it, that he had met Fiancesco 
Macia Finally a vote was taken and the committee resolved 
to accept Charing’s offei, with profound gratitude 

The doctor immediately opened the door opposite the one 
by which they had entered, and they descended to the Calle 
de la Boquena, by the side staircase of a house in whose lowei 
rooms and behind grilled wmdows the piano was playing 
No one appeared to be in the downstairs rooms at all They 
walked down to the Rambla and thence the doctor, Luis and 
Francis took a taxi to an address on Diputation Stieet. 


63 



LEAN MEN 


II 

The doctor and Francis descended and the taxi moved off, 
leaving them alone on the pavement Mariscal was about to 
ring, when the rattle of keys and the blow of a ferruled stick 
on the pavement told them that the night-watchman had seen 
them and was hastening to admit them to the house 

The watchman greeted the doctor by name and remarked 
that someone improper had left the imv/oi thy gate open and that it 
was a very cold draught They s^^ood a moment m the doorway 

Well ^ ” said the doctor 

Ail O K , sir, at least with Don Nicolau Don Fermm has 
bad him in the observatory on the roof all day God Almighty 
wrap him in many blankets, I say, for that pigeon-cote is only 
made of match -boar ding — ^as foi the old lady, well, you’ll 
know more than I do, sir ” 

“ And the agents , is there any vigilance on the bouse ” 
Yes, sir Two plam-clothes men spent a cold evening, 
bless their little hearts, wandering up and down the street 
They had drinks at Pascual’s cafe down at the comer, and he 
gave me the wheeze They left about nme, sir, after paying 
ten pesetas to a fellow who hangs round these blocks at night 
to keep watch on the house ” 

Mater punssima,” ejaculated Manscal, leanmg out and 
peering up and down the abandoned street “ Will he have 
seen us ^ Where the devil will he be now, I wonder ” 
‘“Right here, sii,” replied the watchman, thoughtfully 
tapping his pocket 

They ascended and were admitted to a flat on the second 
boor by a young girl who dragged her feet as she walked ahead 
of them, obviously worn with fatigue A dark shawl was 
hung ovei her untidy hair, making her palhd and anxious face 
seem even more white She did not at fiist reply to the doctor’s 
question, and then said listlessly “ She has no fever, sir, 
I think, but she barely speaks now ” 

Doctor Manscal invited Francis to follow him Through 
the half-open door m front of them Charing caught sight of a 
massive bed of carved wood in one corner of the room, and in 
It, indistinctly visible m the candle-light, the figure of an old 
woman, propped up against pillows 
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I should prefer to wait outside. Doctor,’’' said Charing in 
a low voice, drawing back 

No, no, please come m, I wish to explain something ” 
Francis hesitated and then entered the room The address 
on Diputation Street had led him to expect a certain degree of 
the comfort and taste associated with a professional gentleman’s 
home, or perhaps the opulence of a prosperous business man 
This was something diiferent A deep carpet covered the 
centre of the tiled floor, and their footfalls were suddenly 
mufhed as if they had stepped off into snow Two candles 
were burning in a many-sconced candelabra of wrought iron, 
below a small oil portrait of which only the hands and face 
were dimly visible Two other pictures hung upon the walls : 
one, a gloomy classical landscape m the style of Diaz, the third 
over the bed being too obscuie to distinguish. There was 
little furniture m the room, a table apparently of walnut and 
of the same period as the bed, and upon it a copy of the Christ 
of Lepanto m ciacked wood, over which was hung a black 
rosary 

Doctor Mariscal remained silent while Charing's gaze dwelt 
upon the few articles, and then said with a shrug 

The men of the de Riviere family have been liberals since 
the Cadiz Constitution of 1812 None have been present at 
Court since Ferdinand the Seventh ” Francis nodded m reply, 
Maiiscal went over to the bed and bent ovei the sick woman, 
who seemed to be very advanced m years She remained 
with her eyes closed and did not respond to his questions. 
The doctor returned to Francis and said 

“ One of our sympathisers who lives a few doors away 
dabbles in astronomy and has a miniature observatory on his 
roof God knows what service it can be, for the old fellow 
has been constructing his telescope for the last fifteen yeais to 
my knowledge Still, there’s the observatory and Nicolau 
hiding m it ” 

“ How long has he been there,” asked Charing, ‘‘ and how 
long can he stay ” 

Three days. He will be safe, with luck, for a day or so 
longer ” 

“ Good , you see, Doctor, it is too late now to talk this over 
with the friend who I believe will help me — that means to- 
morrow. Supposing he leaves for France at once, by the 


65 


c 



LEAN MEN 


afternoon frontier tiam, he can barely reach the village m 
question and obtain rooms before night ” 

‘‘ Wm,"" mused Mariscal ‘‘ Could you take de Riviere 
away to-morrow, say, at midday ’’ 

Possibly/’ replied Francis. It will mean a car journey, 
of course ” 

Yes, yes, yes, the hour and place will be given as soon as 
you can inform us of your readmess The means are all 
arranged There is one point — an important point, how- 
ever ” A movement caused them to turn their gaze to 
the bed The old lady was legardmg them with hard bright 
eyes that contrasted astonishingly with her state of body The 
bedclothes barely hfted above the spent frailty of her figure. 
The closed hands, whose yellow skin the huge knuckles seemed 
about to crack, lay strengthless upon the counterpane as if 
abandoned by the will Her face had lost all expression and 
was fixed m the shrunken immobility of exhaustion, yet from 
it peered those eyes so startling m their intense wilfulness 
They expressed command, Francis felt at first, and then their 
continued stare gave him an uneasy sense of mistrust, of hate 
almost, as if their purpose were to accuse 

Mariscal approached and bent down as the patient moved 
her lips Francis could not distinguish her words 

‘‘ Yes, yes Don Nicolau is m safety, we have been success- 
ful,” said Mariscal, turning his face with a frown of warmng 
to Charing The patient closed her eyes and they tiptoed 
away, the doctor motioning for the girl to enter the room 
Once out ot the room, Mariscal sighed and said to Charing 
The difficulty I was about to mention is that we shall 
probably have the deviFs own job to persuade de Riviere to 
leave at the last I have been compelled to lie to him, he 
beheves his mother will recover However, well go up to 
him” They went to the top of the stairs and turned the 
handle of the final door Someone clambered out of bed and 
opened it 

“ Nicolau ^ ” exclaimed the doctor 
Yes, I had to come into Arribau’s room,” replied the late 
occupant of the bed “ There have been tilers at work on the 
roof of the house adjoming m Cortes Street I noticed them 
paying some attention to me this afternoon Besides, that 
damned telescope of Fermin’s is poor company by night It 
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doesn’t function, you know ” He made a wry attempt to 
smile 

You can’t stay here,” replied the doctor nervously 
‘"Arnbau is a sympathiser, but, well — a coward — it was as 
much as we could do to persuade him to lend us the key ” 
‘‘ My mother. Doctor,” broke m Riviere, “ how is she ^ ” 
Well, well, now I’ve told you repeatedly ” — there was a 
hint of anger and weanness in Mariscal’s voice — improve- 
ment IS solely a question of time ” 

'“Yes, Doctor, but ” De Riviere broke off with a 
nervous gesture of impatience It was clear to Francis that 
the fugitive republican was a highly-strung individual and 
temporarily, at least, in a semi-hystencal state 

“ Nicolau ’ ” The doctor’s voice was abrupt “ Listen to 
me, for the last time You must also be just to our friends — 
this gentleman here We are at our last resources Every 
visit grows more dangerous This evening the house has been 
watched You have no light to imperil the committee’s safety 
in this way Noi can you do your mother any good The 
strain of your presence here, in dangei, is prejudicial to her , 
it has done sufficient harm already If you remain and are 
captured your mother will certainly die with the shock In 
any case, should she survive that you must beai m mind that 
you would never see hei again Zamora has been arrested, as 
you know The Public Prosecutor is asking for a sentence of 
death, or alternatively, life imprisonment Your case cannot 
be considered with much less severity and therefore I must 
ask you for the last time to see reason This comrade here, 
for whom the committee will vouch, has consented to serve 
as your guide If you do not consent to leave to-morrow ” 
Mariscal left the threat unfinished 

You cannot know what you ask,” protested de Riviere wearily, 
" I do not ask, I order you,” replied the doctor with rough 
finality 

De Riviere sat down on the edge of the bed beneath the 
skylight, through which a feeble moonlight was slanting 
Francis could see that he had yielded Foi a while they weie 
silent, and then the fugitive turned and buried liis face against 
the pillows and sobbed quietly 

Manscal beckoned Francis towaids the door, and once 
outside whispered 
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He must be hurried downstairs with as little sound as 
possible I have told his mother that he has escaped to safety 
He doesn’t know that and may wish to see her It must be 
prevented ” 

“ But could you not tell him that she believes him to be m 
France ” 

“ No, no, man ! He would guess at once that her condition 
IS critical We should never get him away ” 

“ Very good Now ” 

** At once, while he consents ” 

They entered, and Francis slipped a hand beneath the 
fugitive’s arm De Riviere stood up, and without words the 
two led him down the stairs As Mariscal had foieseen, at 
the second floor landing he struggled and tried to make his 
way to the sick woman’s door The doctor, a powerful man, 
pinned his aims while Francis lifted one hand in readiness to 
smother de Riviere’s speech 

‘‘ If you enter you will be the cause of your mother’s death, 
Nicolau You will be her murderer m the eyes of her physician. 
Do you hear ” 

The fugitive’s head sank and his struggles ceased Without 
giving time for reflection, they seized his arms and, half-lifting 
him from the floor, hurried mm down to the hall Without 
lelmquishmg his hold the doctor opened the door, cautiously 
peered out and waved his handkerchief Almost at once they 
heard the night-watchman’s keys and a few moments later 
the latter appeared in the doorway 

‘‘ Don Nicolau is here with us,” whispered Mariscal A 
taxi at once and a reliable chauffem, do you under^^tand ” 
The watchman departed immediately Five minutes they 
waited, half-supporting, haif-subjectmg de Riviere, fearful of 
awakening the lower floois, and then they heard a car ap- 
proaching They hurried across the pavement, and while the 
watchman held the taxi door open the two assisted dc Riviere 
to get in 

Good luck, sir, good luck,” whispered the mght-watchman 
Don Fermin ” Mariscal began 

“ I’ll explain, sir , good luck ^ ” 

The car drove oif in the direction of Muntaner Apparently 
no one had witnessed their departure, 
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III 

The following morning Charing first explained to Alonso 
that he would be unable to w^ork for the remainder of the 
week and then huiried to the Sonierford Abbey and obtained 
permission to visit Prestcott 

‘‘ Good morning,” said Francis, putting his head mto 
Prestcott’s quarters before the latter was up ‘‘ Do you speak 
French ” 

‘‘ Er, yes — ^after midday, pieferabiy,” replied the operator, 
turning over 

“ Good, here’s a French lady to see you , must she wait tdl 
midday ^ ” 

Hell * ” exclaimed Prestcott, sitting up “ Who the 
devil ” 

‘‘ H’m, seems to have gone now,” continued Charing, step- 
ping into the cabin “ Sorry if that reminded you an^^thing 
unpleasant But, seriously, do you speak French ” 

Best m the lower fourth, sir Marvellous collection of in- 
finitives, new and part worn lean also conjugate ‘ s’en aller ’ ” 

After biief explanation Prestcott readily consented to ask 
for thiee days shore leave, which he had no doubt would be 
gi anted, since the Someffoid Abbey would be some ten days m 
dock Pie was to go by the afternoon tram to Banyuls, a little 
watei mg -place a few miles over the frontier, and engage rooms , 
and then the following mormng he was to obtain a lantern and 
go out thicugh Rothone along the Col de Banvuls track, a 
well-made path which anyone would indicate to him At the 
junction of two streams, one of wdiich descended from a pme- 
clad bay m the hills on his left, he was to turn off tow^ards 
some faimhouses known as Camp Raphalet There he was to 
ask for Michet of Terrails, and tip whoever should direct him 
Michel of Terrails, or anyone for that matter, would lead him 
to the disappearing path which ran up past woods to the Col 
del Toum He w'as to say that he was going to Vilamaniscle 

It was a German, Weir* gai ten by name, who had told Francis 
of this route years ago when they were boasting to one another 
of their escapades Weingarten had been originally, and at 
that time still w^as m theory, a salesman at one of the German 
stores near the Plaza de Catalunya He had found smuggling. 
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however, more profitable than salesmanship, especially when it 
was possible to combine the two Weingarten did not traffic 
m such old-fashioned and footling lines as suit-lengths, tobacco 
or cheap French pistols (type Policeman, warranted to jam at 
the fourth round), but in the more refined mattei of camera 
and microscopic lenses, the more expensive scientific instru- 
ments and surgical appliances It was his claim that fifty per 
cent of the Pathe anast»gmats laiger than F 8 in Spam had 
travelled in Herr Wemgarten’s duty-fiee rucksack 

‘‘ At the lower corner of the pmewood,” Charing explained, 
you’ll find a shepheid’s ‘abri,’ a lean-to of branches against 
a rock It was old m Wemgarten’s time, so unless the shepherds 
have built another it will, if it rams, pleasantly pour cold water 
down your neck and into your boots If it blows you will be 
frozen to death and the papers will carry a short paragraph 
‘ Brilliant wireless operator’s science unavailing No SOS 
from French hills Found stiff m flea -ridden bunk, etc ’ ” 

‘‘ Nothing could be better,” agreed Prestcott “ I’m to 
wait there as a vigilant corpse, am I ” 

“ Until you heard bad language in English descending the 
path that skirts the wood, followed by a cloud of stones and 
bad language in Spanish ” 

Then T lesurrect and trip out ” 

‘‘ And show your lantern discreetly ” 

“ Jack, Jack, show your light and no going in the Red 
Lion convemences, boys ” 


rv 

After leaving Gerona they had made a detour, a rather 
unnecessary one Francis thought, along the Olot road as far 
as Besalu and had there forked right towards Figueias agam 
De Riviere had pulled himself together a little since the' pre- 
ceding night The contagion of activity had given him a 
briskness of decision m the mmor crises of the journey that 
explained m a measure the esteem in which his party held him 
The doctor had descended at Granollers, but m that brief 
hour of uneasy conversation Francis, alien as he was by train- 
ing to the illusions of political enthusiasm, caught something 
of Manscal’s fervour for the struggle he had given a fashion- 
able career to assist It was the king’s mterfeience with and 
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hindrance of the work of education that had antagonized him 
most Loving his university and his profession as if they had 
personal reality, he had seen the dignity and statutes of both 
openly flaunted by an insolent kmg guided by a calculating 
clergy A decent jealousy also inspired him Having studied 
with care and acquired his degrees at that price, it angered him 
that the Jesuit and Benedictine colleges should be allowed to 
grant equivalent degrees with none of the rigour of examination 
that he had himself experienced His Catalan patnotism, too, 
was outraged by the incredible folly of the Dictatorship in the 
matter of language The schools, execrable as they were and 
dominated by an antipathetic priesthood or the sickly zeal and 
petty tyranny of nuns, were tendered even more useless by 
the prohibition of Catalan The child, brought up by parents 
and amongst playmates who spoke and understood nothing but 
their native language, was suddenly confronted with a teacher 
who might by law use nothing but Castilian, ^ tongue almost 
completely umntelligible to him and m which he could not 
pionounce a word coirectly The most rudimentary notions 
of anthmetic, history, geogiaphy and the rest had to be grasped 
at through the mists and obscurities of an alien tongue This 
m order that the child should learn to love Spain as his father- 
land 

As a doctor, Manscal hated the inteiference and mefliciency 
of the religious orders in the work and discipline of the hospitals, 
m one of which he himself served as surgeon extraordinary 
He had seen Charmg’s gesture and frown of displeasure, and 
had thought it necessary to justify himself, knowing nothing 
of the tragedy that had made the sight of a nun a thing of 
revulsion for his companion 

“ I say interference when I might use a severer word It is 
a tyranny that would be often mtolerable were it not for the 
concealed religious scepticism of the medical profession, for 
we are compelled to hide it, as you may guess On Monday, 
visiting a patient upon whom I had operated some days pre- 
viously, I was begged by a patient in the next bed to provide 
him with a bed-pan Those on either side were eager to 
testify that because this patient, an anarchist and therefore an 
atheist, had refused to be wheeled into Mass on the Sunday, 
the sisters in charge of the ward had studiously ignored the 
man’s wants For my part I am not an athiest, though the 
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dest!uction of the power of the Church has become a national 
necessity m my eyes The case I give could be multiplied 
indefinitely m the experience of any hospital doctor ” 

“ I suppose that is the price of Catholic chanty,” replied 
Francis 

“ Chanty » ” cried the doctor “ Chanty may do something, 
but the next time the City Council of Baicelona authorizes the 
allocations of a budget, have the kindness to note the little 
Item of Beneficence There is your chanty, collected from 
the rates and taxes of a sceptical city The fbllov/ing morning 
you’ll see a queue of all the clei ical harpies m Barcelona playing 
the pious mendicant outside the Administration If I injure 
your sentiments, sir, it is because I feel deeply ” 

Before leaving them at Granollers the doctor had given 
Francis two packets of French and Spanish money, and had 
then added 

The parcel on the seat may be of use to you in emergency 
It is loaded and with it you will find a licence in your own 
name If you prefer not to carry it, give it to the chauffeur 
or dispose of it as you wish ” 

De Riviere and Charmg had both been provided with Bergan 
rucksacks and at Granollers they had bought canvas hunting 
boots 

At the Village of Tarabaus, where they had arrived at two 
m the afternoon, they stopped foi a meal and dismissed the 
chauffeur , it would be wiser to take a local bus or a horse and 
tartana for the remaining few miles into Figueras 

It was dark before they reached the town and alighted at 
the inn of Peret of Castilion, recommended by the cainer with 
whom they had travelled There would be two houis to wait 
before the supper would be served, and as the town promised 
to be picturesque and, despite the hour and season, showed 
considerable animation, Francis decided to take a stroll For 
Nicolau, who pleaded a headache, bed was imperative 
After wandering through seveial streets, Francis made his 
way to the plaza m the heart of the little town The centre 
of attraction was apparently the Hotel de Tours, before which 
was the local bus terminus Laughter and shouting and the 
raillery of peasants returning to the surrounding villages 
piomised distraction, and he went over and joined the group 
of onlookers Then with a rattle and an extravagant curve 
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that caused the less experienced onlookers to step back hastily, 
the nightly comedy which the very professional yoimg driver 
played for the benefit of local admiration, the Gerona bus 
drew up and the small fry faded mto obscurity With officious 
haste the parcel of evening papers was flung out and lay un- 
attended upon the pavement until a dreamy youth leisurely 
cut the string and distributed them m lots Thinking that 
de Riviere might be interested, Francis bought a newspaper 
and then looked for a cafe in which to take a vermouth Find- 
ing one at the corner of a side street which opened out of the 
square, he stood for a moment m the light of its window, with 
the half-conscious idea of lookmg to see whethei their flight 
from the capital had been discovered. 

The column headed From Barcelona ’’ was on page three 
He had read the caption and part of the first paiagraph before 
Its significance had struck him, and then racing over the print 
until his eyes met the name, he mvoluntanly exclaimed • 
‘‘ De Riviere ^ ” 

The paragraph was headed . ‘‘ Prominent Repubhean 

Leader’s Mother Dies ” Then followed the announcement 
that Doha Cecilia de Riviere y Armengol had died that morn- 
ing, between the hours of eleven and twelve While they 
were hastening from Granollers ^ The item then stated that 
accoidmg to a statement from the civil governor the authoiities 
had lately received several letters from Nicolau de Riviere, 
addressed from Pans 

Below, and maiked ‘‘ Later,” was anothei paragraph that 
read as follows 

‘‘ The authorities are inclined to discredit the supposed 
letters from de Riviere, beheving him to be still in the coun- 
try The reason given is that the said letters make no 
reference to Dona Cecilia de Riviere’s condition It is known 
that the fugitive’s mother has been ill since a date pnor to 
the December rismg, complicity m which motivated de Riviere’s 
disappearance ” 

So that manoeuvre had apparently failed Whoever had 
written the letters must have been singularly unintelligent or 
else Ignorant of Dona Cecilia’s illness He would have to 
keep the news from de Riviere and yet find a waj?' of telling 
him that the letter ruse had failed to disarm vigilance But 
no — It would be better not to inform him, he would be suie 
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to send someone out for a nevvspaper He decided that he 
must return to the mn at once and intercept any copy of the 
paper that might find its way into the place 

De Riviere was asleep when he arrived at the inn, and to 
while away the time he went down to the dining-room to listen 
to the conversation. The inn, an old-fashioned one, had 
preserved its hearth and chimney of the old style The 
chimney spread its upturned funnel over nearly one-third of 
the room so that the settles, placed on the open hearth itself 
and beneath the chimney, gave warmth and comfort to as 
many as ten sitters There were six people at the fire when 
Francis returned and took a seat He resolved at once to play 
the Englishman, searching for the romantic and antiquated, 
and not too well equipped linguistically, speaking m Castilian 
therefore Conversation, retarded by his presence, dealt chiefly 
with market news and anecdotes and the state of the locality 
From time to time the innkeeper’s wife would enter and make 
some observation or throw some condiment into the pot hanging 
upon Its chain over the fire 

By and by the party became freer m speech and, resorting 
to Catalan, ignored Charmg’s presence Two wiry little 
Catalans fiom the village of Cantallops were the wits of the 
group and enlivened their remarks with a ridiculous profusion 
of gestures and winks that seemed to have reference to some- 
thing well known to their friends and which was evidently 
very amusing They were famihar with the inn and called 
the mistress of the house by her Christian name, Magdalena 
In one of her appearances, the innkeeper’s wife remarked 
‘‘ Do not forget to fill in yom papers, gentlemen, the sergeant 
of the civil guard will call for them after supper He doesn’t 
like to wait ” 

‘‘ Oh, yes, we’ve filled them m, haven’t we, biother ” 
remarked one of the Cantallops men with a wink, which 
caused his compamon to giggle and leply 

Yes, we have an’ all — we’ve filled them m,’ and 
then to wink at the party which laughed and nodded then 
heads 

The sergeant said to me ‘ Be sure they are filled m 
properly A new Captain has come up with the lemfoi ce- 
ments and he will be on duty at the Town Hall ’ They’re 
going to close the frontier again, senores ” 
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‘‘ You bet,” said an old peasant wearing the purple Ampur- 
dan barretin on his head “ They’ll have their work cut out ” 
The Cantallops couple giggled and nudged one another 
“ There’ll be a platoon at every pass, at every pass, or so 
they say in town ” 

‘‘ In that case well be off at once, eh, brother ” said the 
leading winker The old man rapped on the hearth with his 
stick 

It’s the rebels they’ll be after, not the likes of you,” he 
said The civil guard isn’t what it was m my day You’d 
never have got through with such big loads then, son ” 

This was serious news, and Francis presented apologies to 
the others and vvent upstairs to consult with Nicolau He 
found de Riviere standing at the balcony door and a little 
excited He also had something to discuss with Francis 
But tell me your news first,” he terminated They closed 
the door and switched on the light 

Francis repeated what he had heard The situation was 
indeed alarming It w^as too late to withdraw from the mn 
without causing comment They might, it is true, risk a 
departure In a house frequented by smugglers, for such the 
Cantallops men clearly were, it would be less dangeious than 
m a more formal establishment Nevertheless it would be 
far too hazardous to attempt save as a last resouice. 

They must, on balance, stay in the inn and leave at an early 
hour, they decided This immediately postulated the problem 
of their registration Channg’s case would present no difficulty 
He was furnished with an English passport which would afford 
ample security His companion’s case was otherwise During 
the last five months Nicolau had been successively, and purely 
m theory, a mason, a carpenter, a vinegar redner and a waiter 
accordmg to the false papers procured for him Due, however, 
to a change in the procedure of documentation, a new mternal 
passport was unobtainable He was carrying only the Foreign 
Office passport, issued m his proper name and bearmg a 
sufficiently recognizable photograph If he signed a false 
name he would have to risk bemg called upon for papers, m 
which case he would be arrested for the minor irregularity of 
having none, and then the discovery of bis identity would only 
be a matter of hours 

They decided that he should claim British nationality and 
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retire at once to bed, leaving Francis to present the form if it 
were asked for 

What name shall I put down ” asked Nicolau 
“ Let me see Portland ” It was the fiist English word 
that came to Charmg’s bps 

‘‘ Portland — cement people ” queried de Riviere 
H’m, no English convict pxison ” 

‘‘ How very appropriate,” murmured Nicolau Mr 
Portland of London ” 

Now then, what is this that you had to tell me ” Francis 
asked, folding the document and putting it in his pocket 

‘‘ This I was lying upon this bed asleep, and by and by I 
began to dream that the house was falling down I woke up 
and almost at once there w^as a rap on the shutters Theie’s 
no long balcony outside, for I stepped out after you had gone, 
so It must have been someone m the lane outside This room 
looks out on to a street which at this end is formed only by the 
backs of houses I opened the door and soon aftei a stone 
was flung m, and then another I looked out as cautiously as 
I could, and I am prepared to swear I saw a woman, a girl, 
standing in the open gate of a stable yard opposite ” 

Latm blood, I’m afraid,” Francis chaffed 
“ No, no I am sure someone, a girl or a woman, was 
standing m the shadow of the gate jamb ” 

“ H’m — well — we must wait and see, as a revolutionary 
politician of my race once said ” 

Supper had begun, and so they v/ent down to the dining- 
room where fortunately a table had been laid for them away 
from the other guests Nicolau disclosed possession of a 
halting and very madequate English, but which would serve to 
carry off the pretence of being Biitish to the other table Once 
during the meal, to Charing’s intense discomfort, he relapsed 
into Spanish and began to talk about his mother, She had 
patiently accepted the tradition that her son should ally himself 
with the republican cause, but not once had she shown interest 
or understanding of what his enthusiasm could mean to him 
Nicolau’s only sister had also married a republican, who had 
fled to Pans with his wife at the time of Sanchez Guerra’s 
rising m Valencia Fie was sure that she consideied the 
movement to be the evil genius of the family Despite this 
alienation of sympathies, de Rivieie spoke of his mother with 
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such evident affection that the hidden irony of the situation 
became almost intolerable to Francis , he felt physically sick 
and the food revolted him The boisterous and pointless 
chatter at the table seemed like deliberate mockery When 
at last Nicolau reverted to his grotesque English it was as great 
a relief to Charing as if they had emerged from all danger 
After supper, which termmated somewhere about nine 
o’clock, de Riviere returned to their room About ten the 
sergeant of civil guards enteied the dinmg-room and court- 
eously asked the landlord for the guests’ registration forms 
Very young for his rank, his pale and intelligent face, with its 
high cleanly shaped forehead, was lit by eyes devoid of the 
msolence that glitters sullenly m the regard of most officeis of 
the Force A small well -clipped moustache and the fact that 
he had recently shaved, at that late houi, indicated that he 
cared for the hnei noints of appearance 

Central y to Charing’s expectation and the earliei assurance 
of the other guests, the sergeant discharged his duties m a 
severe and efficient manner, caiefully scrutinizing papers of 
identity Addressing himself atlast to Francis, he showed obvious 
lespect for the passport and then began a senes of questions 
“ Sehor Charing of London ” 

“As you have said, Seigeant ” 

“ Profession that of an engineer ” 

“ Formerly an engineer ” 

“ May I ask what is your present calling ’’ 

“ I am an author ” 

“ H’m You would find better accommodation at the 
Tours or Commercial Hotels ” 

“As I have been told, senor, but the obligations of my 
piesent profession have brought me here in search of the 
typical and picturesque,” answered Francis, waving his hand 
m the direction of the hearth 

“ I see — ^no doubt you have obligations, as you say You 
state that you have come from Rosas ” 

“ A very beautiful place, although Cadeques is even more so ” 
“ An unusual season for tourmg, sehor ” The guard was 
looking intently into Charmg’s face 

“ I should barely call myself a tourist, sergeant ” 

“ You would not H’m No doubt your obligations, , . . 
You say that you ai e going to Olot ” 
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Yes. With permission of the authorities ” Francis 
bowed slightly 

Unnecessary . for Olot, senor 
It was then that Francis became acutely aware of a certain 
strangeness m the sergeant’s conduct He was being watched 
with an intensity of gaze that was almost suggestive of sus- 
picion^ and yet — there was a difference Had the guard an 
inkling of what enterprise Channg was engaged in That an 
Englishman should be staying m an inn such as this, that was 
a little remarkable, of course, but would be well explained by 
his statement that he was an author 

There was something in the sergeant’s choice of words, 
however, rather than his tone, that hinted that he knew moie 
than he wished to disclose A light and passing emphasis on 
certain words had almost the effect of refined sarcasm Francis 
had said ‘‘ I should barely call myself a touiist, Sergeant.” 
And the officer had replied . ‘‘ You would not ” with a slight 
picking out of the negation that had made him look up His 
second reference to obligations ” had surely been pointed out, 
and when he had said that permission was unnecessary — 

for Olot,” Francis was sure that he had detached the last two 
words m a way that might have been accompanied by an ironic 
smile There was no smile on the enigmatic face befoie him 
“ At what hour do you say you propose to set out, senor ^ ” 
questioned the guard 

Again there was the possibility of innuendo Francis 
deliberately lelaxed his nervous tension , unconsciously it had 
grown unbearably rigid during the interrogation 
At six of the morning ” 

You say at six — it will be dark ” 

Hiere was a long pause while the guard maintained a face 
stonily inexpressive, standing erect before Francis with the 
paper held in his left hand, the other by his side The two 
men stood facing one another and then the guard said 

‘‘ Thank you, senor, may you enjoy yourselves,” and had 
turned upon his heel and left the room with a courteous Good 
night, gentlemen ” 

Francis decided not to mention this interrogation to de 
Riviere What was the meaning of the guard’s valediction — 
“ May you enjoy yourselves ” He was confident that the 
sergeant had said yourselves ” and that he had almost 
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impel ceptibly glanced upwards as he had made the remark, and 
yet he had not asked for de Riviere’s forms, although the table 
was laid for two It had all been too elusive and subtle for 
commumcation to another its atmosphere of significance 
would either totally evaporate or become hopelessly exaggerated 
m the telling 

De Riviere was greatly relieved at hearmg that the matter 
of the forms had passed off so well, and proposed that they 
should divide the mght mto two watci^es, each sleeping half 
the mght Charing agreed and insisted that the republican 
should fiist occupy the bed 

Movement and noise m the inn gradually ceased, and nothing 
broke the silence of the mght but the occasional movement ot 
a shod hoof m the stable below the room Francis switched 
ojSf the light and sat down upon a long chest that lay against 
the wall opposite the bed An hour went by, and httle by 
little the urgency and contact of the present withdrew and he 
began a long meditation upon the past months What a con- 
trast there was between the present situation, watching through 
the night m this obscure and silent inn below the hills that shut 
out France and safety, and the security of his loom in Pimlico, 
so noisy with friendly buses that shook the house Those were 
two worlds remotely apart And yet, as he mentally tested 
himself, he found that life had become sane and healthful 
again Those last weeks had been fevered with doubt and 
cowardice He refused to think of either Lydia oi Elizabeth 
decisively , there would be time later to make up his mmd. 
Pei haps he would have the matter solved for him if then 
getaway failed No matter this was life, this would re- 
strengthen and remoralize his will Later he would think it 
all out and . • 

‘‘ Clack ? ” 

A sharp rap on the window shuttei put an end to his medita- 
tion, and awoke Nicolau who had been fitfully dozing 

That lady of yours has a good aim, Nicolau ” Francis 
unconsciously used the Chiistian name 

Why — Vv^hat has happened ” de Riviere asked 

“ More stones ” 

‘‘ Put out the light then — Francisco ” 

They put out the light and crept to the window It opened 
mwaids Carefully they opened the inner door As de 
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Riviere began to push outwards the shutter which protected 
the upper or window half of the door, there sounded a dull rap 
oil the wall to the nght 

“ Missed/’ he whispered 

Slow'ly they opened the shutter until a part of the lane 
became visible They stood strainmg their eyes into the dark, 
and then Francis explained 

“ YouTe right, look, m the archway, she’s wearing something 
like an apron ’ ” They drew back and remained silent a 
moment, and then Charmg tiptoed across the room to the 
rucksack and felt for the parcel Hearing the snap of string, 
Nicoiau asked : 

“ What are you going to do 

“ Going down ” 

“ No, no, for God’s sake, man, don’t go down ” 

Why not — she wouldn’t be there foi nothing — besides, 
this beauty will make love for me if necessary ” 

‘‘ I say you are not to go down — there are barbarians in this 
country ” 

“ We must do something, we can’t question her from here. 
I shall be all right,” Francis answered 

Charing crept to the door of the room, which they had 
deliberately unlocked, and stepped out on to the balcony which 
ran along that side of the stable yard He would have to pass 
the door of the Cantallops couple , but to judge by the quantity 
they had eaten and drunk at the table there would be no diffi- 
culty m that Slowly he descended the steps, mvisible save 
for the traces of worn whitewash At the bottom, and arched 
over by other rooms, the corral or stable-yard gate led out to 
the lane at the back It seemed an age before he at last dis- 
covered that there was no hope of opening it It was too 
massive and secuiely locked What was to be done‘> He 
must return to the room 

On his retuin, Nicolau reported that the girl had been 
waving the white pinafore or whatever she woie, as a signal to 
them to descend 

“ Right,” said Francis ‘‘ Out of the wmdow, then ” His 
companion protested as he advanced to the balcony rail 
Fiom the door of the balcorty to the ground there could only 
be about fourteen feet, though in the darkness it was quite 
invisible. With sudden resolution he swung over and lowered 
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himself down the balcony rails and dropped He landed 
befoie he expected and rolled over, unhurt Springing to his 
feet, he crept over to the corral gate, hand in pocket Pressed 
back against the stone jamb was a woman, a giil 

‘‘ Who aie you, what do you want*?” he whispered The 
girl did not answer He put out a hand and drew her towards 
him She was in the early twenties apparently, and bareheaded, 
dressed in a costume of some poor quality cloth She earned 
a white cloth in her hand The girl suddenly spoke 
“ Are you the friend of . his friend ? ” 

“ Of whom*?” 

“ Of Don the one up there ” 

Of Don who — speak up, of Don who ? ” 

“ Don Nicolau ” 

God Almighty, who are you *? ” He seized the girl’s wrist ; 
she stiffened but did not try to disengage it 

Who are you *? ” insisted Francis fiercely . 

“ I’m La Roja de Figols, they call me that,” the girl answerer 
as if defiantly 

‘ The Red One of Figols *> ” 

“ Yes ” 

“ Who calls you that *? ” 

Everybody here m the town ” 

“ What are you, then — a lepublican *? ” 

“ No ” He could feel the girl shake her head vigorously 
‘‘ What are you, then, speak ^ ” 

“ Commumst ” 

“ What » ” 

“ A communist ” 

Francis released the girl’s wrist, it was almost beyond belief 
that this girl should have declared herself a communist And 
yet, she was here and had called him from the mn, at this hour 
of the night The girl had begun to tremble violently 

‘‘ You said ‘ La Roja de Figols ’ *? ” He had suddenly 
remembered that Figols was the principal mmmg town of 
Catalunya and the centre of violent upheavals at times of crises* 

‘‘ My father was the one they called the Red Miner of 
Figols Don Nicolau defended him before they killed him 
He was condemned aftei the great stiike ” 

He put his arm round the girl’s waist and tried to comfort 
her agitation She did not resent his attention He had not 
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even known that de Riviere was a lawyer, and yet Mariscal had 
spoken of him as a graduate m another faculty 

Why have you come here. La Roja ^ ” he whispered 
tenderly 

“ They say they are going to take you both to-morrow ’’ 

What ’ Who says it 

“ The captain of the civil guard ” The girl clung to him as 
she spoke “ I wait at the tables in the Tours Hotel where 
the new captam lodges I heard him say it this evening, before 
supper, when he was drinking with the other officers ’’ 

‘‘ How did you know Don Nxcolau was here ” 

“ I didn’t — I saw you buy a paper outside the Hotel when I 
had been sent out for the sergeant who was m the cafe at the 
comer I heard you say " De Riv.ere ^ ’ like that, and then I 
read the paper when I got back and saw about his mother’s 
death ’’ 

“ Then you guessed he was here ” 

“ No — I thought you were a friend of his, and then when 
I was taking them their aperitifs I heard them say that there 
were two strangers m the mn of Peret of Castilion, so I came 
down to warn you and then as I was passing here I saw Don 
Nicoiau on the balcony — he had the light on ” 

Heavens ^ The irony of it, it was just that piece of sheer 
carelessness that had saved them ^ “I tried to call out to 
him,” the girl was going on, “ but I was afraid — I might have 
been mistaken, or someone might have heard me Then I 
threw stones at the shutters ” 

“ Where nave you been all this time That was before 
supper ” 

Here — I hid inside, the gate is open ” 

But they will have missed you at the Tours ^ How can 
you get back ” 

“ I don’t know I can’t I shall have to run away ” 

My God, yes ’ When they find that we are gone they will 
accuse you at once ” 

Yes ” The gul began to tremble again They accuse 
me of everything ” 

Listen, La Roja ^ ” 

Yes ^ ” 

“ You must come with us, we have money, we shall be able 
to get to France by to-morrow night Do you hear ^ ” 
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“ Yes ” 

“ You’U come ” 

“ Yes, I’ll come — if I can keep up with you ’’ 

“ Of course you can, come with me ^ ” 

Tney crossed the road to the mn wail and he called to Nicolau 
Yes, what’s the matter ” whispered de Riviere above him 
‘‘ Listen Fimg down two blankets from the bed ” 

‘ What the devil ^ ” 

‘ Quick, man, two blankets ^ ” 

De Riviere did as he was told 
‘ Right, now tie up the rucksacks and drop them ” 

He gave one end of the blankets to La Rcja and then, taking 
the other comers, held them out foi the sacks They fell with 
baiely a noise 

“ Right, now listen Lowei yourself over the balcony and 
drop I’ve put the blankets down to muffle your feet ” 

It was nearly a minute before de Riviere dropped 
What’s the matter, Francis ” he gasped as he picked 
himself up 

“ The guards ^ we’ve been spotted This is the daughter of 
the Red Miner of Figols, do you remember him ” 

“ The Red Miner, yes ^ I defended him at his trial, along 
With Companys,” replied de Riviere at once “You are his 
daughter ’ My God, yes, he would have a daughter like you * 
What courage ^ ” Nicolau seized the girl’s hand and pressed 
It to his lips With an indecisive movement of protest the girl 
disengaged her hand 

“ No, Don Nicolau, don’t,” she faltered, “ that is all part of 
the dead Spam — we must forget all that ” How hke a young 
enthusiast, a girl, thought Francis, to make that doctrinal 
piotest at such a moment But neither was it the moment for 
such reflections 

“ Now listen,” he said, “ we must get out towards Vila- 
maniscle, along the Perelada road Do you know a safe way 
out of the tow^n, La Roja ” 

“ We are on the edge of the town already The road at the 
bottom of the lane goes to the railway station that way,” the 
girl replied, indicating the direction with her hand. 

“ And the other way ” asked Nicolau 
“ We should have to pass Fernando Fort ” 

“ Right, this way then ” 
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** Perelada is on tbe other side of the town/’ the girl added, 
“ over there ” 

We must work round, come on, at once , we shall ha\ e to 
step it out ” 

They went down the lane, and in a few moments emerged 
on to a broad one-sided street illuminated on the townward 
side only They crossed rapidly in a bunch and without 
waiting for questions. La Roja pressed Charmg’s arm and 
steeled him down a steep path that led away into the darkness 
Dmily they could see garden plots on either side Almost at 
once they came to an adobe wall, and halted , above them 
telegraph wires whined in the wmd. Not far off they could 
hear the rumble of a tram 

The railwny is on the other side , we shall have to cross 
and go behind the cemetery,” whispeied the girl 

Upon the other side of the wall they found themselves in a 
bed of savage cactus whose fish-hooked leaves termmating m 
VICIOUS quill points prevented hasty extrication The tram 
had now drawn too close to allow of ciossmg until it had passed 
They felt carefully for the terminal spines, easily capable of 
blinding or piercing through the flesh of the cheek, and crouched 
down and waited Slackemng pace, the tiam drew near, its 
all-metal carnages rattling noisily As it passed, Francis 
could see that with the exception of one cairiage it carried few 
passengers, of whom one or two were standing up, while here 
and there a head leaned against the steamed windows A 
shiver ran down his back, not of cold, for the excitement had 
thrilled the cold fiom his body, but of av^aieness, the shiver that 
he always felt upon encountermg a line of gieat poetry, or m 
moments of profound music, like those hushed and mysterious 
choids of awful expectation which are whispered as before a 
storm m the Trios of the Eroica and the Seventh in A It was 
the passing of that lighted tram which shook him so There 
were human beings, living within the framework of their secure 
little plans, leaving friends to go to homes, tiavellmg upon 
humdrum and practical matters of business, from whose lives 
the outer terrors of peiil and great emotion had been fenced 
away by conformity and submission, as the darkness of the 
night lay beyond the steamed windows of the carnages The 
orderliness and comfort of the normal world rattled by as they 
crouched among the cactus, and m that shaip contrast was a 
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significance that only poetry or the sad majesty of music conid 
express The tiain passed by and the shadows no longer leapt 
frantically among the distorted blades of the cactus, but Francis 
remained gazing after its point of red hght It was grotesque 
that in that moment Nicolau should be whispering in his eai, 
asking for bread and meat to give to the girl 

“ Sometimes passengers walk back along the line to the level 
crossing,” the girl was sa5ang He could see that the tram 
had stopped a little further up, at a station that had suddenly 
been illuminated They crept out of the cactus and crossed 
the line Beyond were bioken lands ovei which they stumbled 
Presently they saw the cemetery loonj, up on their right and 
they halted and once more crouched down Below them were 
voices and a swinging lantern 

‘‘ Vilatenm people, going along the Castellon road,” La 
Roja muimured We shall have to cross the line again 
presently ” 

The voices grew faint, and they descended a bank of loose 
stones, crossed the highroad, and in a few minutes the railway 
also The town was behind them now and they were heading 
in the diiection of the hills La Roja was guiding their course 
by a solitary light on then lefc, the village of Vilabertran, she 
said Then a field of plough stubbles led them to a road 
running straight across a high heath 

“ The Perelada road,” she said aloud Away on their light 
a lighthouse distantly flashed and presently was obscured by a 
dark mass of hill Another detour round Perelada, where a 
dog barked and would not be quiet for a whole half hour, and 
then the road began to descend mto a hollow where the air 
seemed almost warm 

‘‘ Beyond this I have never been,” exclaimed the giil, stop- 
ping They began to argue as to what should be done To 
continue would be to bring them m sight of Gariguella or 
Vilamamscle by daybreak, but m that open country such an 
odd group as they made would not travel uncommented upon 
They could not hope to gam the sierra above Vilamamscle 
before daylight exposed them. La Roja knew of a ruined tower 
on a low hill uron their right which had once been the object 
of her walk thus far They decided to shelter m its lee , they 
were tired, and despite the blanket wrapped round her. La Roja 
was desperately cold, with hunger, doubtless. 
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They entered the crumbling shell of the tower, and ate 
They did not wonder at the girl’s exhaustion, she was wearing 
nothing warmer than the cheap workdress supplied by the Hotel 
de Toots and cheap canvas shoes upon her teet Wrapped in 
the two blajikets she recovered and, filhng Francis with appre- 
hension, began to talk to Nicolau As he had feared, she led 
straight to the theme, uppeimost m her mind , even in this 
predicament tradition demanded the condolence He realized 
that It would be impossible to stem or out-manceuvre that 
impulse and gave way 

Don Nicolau, I am very sorry, I am grieved that your 
mother is dead,” she said to de Riviere when they had closed 
the sacks 

“ My mother ^ Santa Lucia * What do you mean, girl ” 

“ But your mother . ” began the girl, bewildered De 
Riviere was struggling to his feet when Francis held him close 
by the arm 

‘‘ Nicolau — I could not tell you m the inn It is true that 
Doha Ceciha died yesterday ” 

Dead, oh Jesu, Jesu . , but Mariscal ^ ” 

** No, she died while we were leavmg GianoUers, according 
to the evening papers Mariscal did not know ” 

“ Let me go, Francis, yes, man, let me go ” There was an 
answer of affirmation in his voice as he spoke Francis released 
him and he went outside The girl was crying with her face 
hidden in the blankets 

De Riviere did not return at the end of five minutes, and so 
Francis went in search of him He found him seated upon 
fallen stones at the edge of a platform of rock, and approachmg, 
he laid a hand upon his back De Riviere did not move , he 
was weeping silently 

“ Nicolau, you must do your utmost to rest come inside 
again, it is warmer” There was no answei, and then when 
Francis had made the request again he shook his head nega- 
tively for reply Francis returned to the girl, who soon fell 
asleep, and then, when half an hour had passed, once more 
went out to de Riviere He was sitting exactly as he had left 
him 

Agam de Riviere did not answer, and then Francis stooped 
and taking him by the arm exerted a httle force, and he stood up 
and allowed himself to be led to the place where they had eaten. 
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Do you see La Roja, Nicolau ^ ” said Francis m a subdued 
voice ‘‘ What kind of a life has she had, will have ^ Think of 
it, man ^ ” There was a long pause and then Nicolau whis- 
pered 

‘‘ Yes I see,” and began to take off his overcoat. 
Francis gently awakened the girl, and between them they made 
a bed of their coats and the blankets The girl lay down 
between them and was soon asleep again Neither of the two 
men could sleep, though Francis dozed a httle after the darkness 
had thinned a little All night he heard Nicolau stirring 
quietly, but there was in the restraint of his behaviour a sign 
that the danger of breakdown had passed 


V 

All that morning they remamed within the tower, which 
La Roja knew as the Tower of the Evil Neighbour When the 
first anxieties of daylight had subsided a httle, they tried to 
while away the time by recounting mcidents and anecdotes 
from their experiences The girl told them that a year ago, 
after the strike when her father had been executed and one of 
hei bi others sent into perpetual confinement, the manager of a 
local hotel had told her of the post vacant at the Tours Hotel 
m Figueras, owned by his bi other The proprietor’s wife, 
however, had made life mtoleiabie for her because of hei family 
associations and unconcealed support of their opinions She 
had no regret at leaving Figueras and expressed a desire to go 
to Barcelona “ where the workers are all revolutionary ” 

“ The other brother Did he ever turn up again ? ” asked 
Nicolau 

La Roja did not leply but hung her head 
The tramontana steadily declined m force, and about midday 
a westerly breeze sprang up which forced back the lid of grey 
clouds that had been closed over the sky For an hour a clear 
sunlight illuminated the led and yeUow hands of Ampurias and 
the sea reaches and marshes that stretched mland from the 
Bay of Rosas They crept outside and sought the sun’s feeble 
warmth, and then shapeless clouds moved up from the west 
and shut out light and colour fiom the v/orld All day the 
landscape remained almost empty of life Once or twice a 
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small car scurried by on the road below them, looking ridi- 
culously like a beetle m a hurry, or a tram clanked past on the 
seaward side Then, after the ramshackle Vilajuiga bus had 
snorted and detonated through the growing dusk, silence 
finally settled down over the land, and with it daikness 

Fortunately the road did not enter the village of Gaiiguelia 
and there was no need to make a detour Once or twice they 
were forced to leave the road upon the approach of pedestrians , 
for the rest, nothing occurred to arrest their progress The 
only alarming circumstance was their dimimshed food supplies 
A loaf and small pieces of sausage and a packet of Danish 
butter were all they possessed 

The few lights of Vilamamscle, the last village they would 
have to pass, showed up dimly m front as if obscured by mist 
It would be unthinkably perilous to enter the village and seek 
the St Silvestre pass track, and so they turned off the road at 
a point wheie a httle stream ran down from the right beneath 
a budge At that moment the ran began to fall, a dense lain 
of small drifting drops that soon soaked the shrubs that hid 
the bouldery ground Once Francis laughed outiight 
What’s the matter ^ ” asked Nicolau 
I was thinkmg of my friend,” replied Charing, “ up aloft 
there m the pme woods ” 

They stumbled on up the increasing angle of slope Their 
canvas shoes rapidly became sodden and cold , worse than 
this, they would not hold on the slippery shrubs and stones 
over which their route lay Eventually they judged that a 
movement to the nght would bring them to the Silvestie path, 
and climbing a steep bank which shut out the noise of the 
torrent behind them as soon as they had topped it, they dis- 
covered the hghts of Vilamamscle below and behind them 
Their route was now straightforward and within two hours 
they should be m safety From the dying chain of the Eastern 
Pyrenees, long, low spines of barren mountains reach out into 
Catalunya, the last of which, curvmg round to the sea, forms 
the spine of the Rosas promontory From the frontier to the 
promontory neck only once or twice is the spine broken by a 
reasonably comfoi table pass, although a traveller indifferent to 
twisted anldes and bruised feet, fierce laboui and incredible 
boredon^ might almost any wheie force a passage over the 
rubbly steeps of rhododendron and box, by dint of dodging 
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round steep faces of friable rock and slithering down pebbled 
gullies One of these passes is the Col de St. Silvestre, through 
which the Viiamamscle path climbs Contrary to expectation, 
tills path does not wriggle down the seaward slopes towaids 
Llansa and the coast, but turns sharply north, and at level 
height, in a levelation of mountain genius, darts across that 
line of clifFcd slopes towards the modest downs and forests of 
the frontier A smugglers’ path, useless to pastoral life, for 
never is reasonable ascent or descent possible after the Conte 
Farm path which drops from it a quarter of a mile beyond the 
St Silvestre Col, and that also lunges across broken land and 
disappears into the pines of France Weingarten had damned 
this route as heartily as he had praised the former 

Even Nicolau’s spirits were raised by the prospect of safety, 
and they delayed their advance by taking a sentimental farewell 
of the lights of Viiamamscle 

My God,” ejaculated Nicolau suddenly, “ do you hear ” 
Voices were distinctly audible, despite the soft hiss of the ram 
They hstened, and had no doubt that someone was ascendim 
the path It would be a race along the ridge to the Col lA 
Toum on the frontier 

They turned and straightway La Reja went to the fronf 
if she had known the path from early years They were 
pressed to keep in view of hei white-blanketed figure Fr'^ 
time to time Nicolau, who travelled m the lear, softly called® 
halt and they stood panting in the rising wind and hsten^S 
It was hard to disentangle the welter of sounds, the hissing » 
bushes and the whining of the wind above on the rocks and tl^ 
lashing of the now heavier ram, >et once or twice they thouglll 
they heard a sharp blow as of the impact of a metal -shod boot 
upon stone. If they were being followed then, their pursuers 
could not be far behind They pressed on but could go no 
faster La Roja, despite her flimsy footgear, found no difficulty 
with the path and could have mcreased her pace greatly. 

Still the steps behind them kept their distance, and at last 
Francis, peiceivmg that de Riviere was incapable of maintaining 
that pressure for much longer, suggested they should climb the 
slopes on their left a little way and let their pursuers pass them. 
Stumbling m a bunch as they debated the proposal, they lost 
way and had the issue resolved for them by hearmg a shout 
behind. Quickly Francis scrambled upon a broken bluff that 
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'orcecrtiigg^e't6’^rhake a-bairpin bend and dragged the girl 

which had been held in place 
mly by MSr^and, slipped f ’om her grasp Nicolau hastening 
Itfinsify 'b51iifid"i!5i,'Was"un ible to tetrieve it and it lay exposed 
gjfvgstv£ 5 p 5 a|i of the biulf 

-Ahnost^at once lh ^y_Jieald the stubbing of nails upon the 
^>ath, and two figures, hke barely visible intensifications of the 
darkness, appeared on the path below the shelf on which they 
were lying The leader, who had hastened round the bend, 
turned ui his stride and called out to his companions Be 
careful, Pan, this is where the path has fallen,” and they has- 
tened on Number two approached the corner, and suddenly 
catching sight of the blanket shied like a colt and cuised aloud, 
and then tore on in pursuit of his leader Francis was shaking 
with suppressed laughter 

‘‘ It’s all right,” he whispered to Nicolau and the girl, 
“ two smugglers who were eating at the big table m the Figueras 
mn ^ ” Pie had recogmzed the voices as belonging to the 
sniggering Cantallops couple 

Giving the smugglers a quarter of an hour to place a con- 
venient distance between them, they pressed on over the 
worsemng path Twice during the next hour Francis laughed 
aloud, 

“ Thinking of that frightened mule of a smuggler ” queried 
Nicolau 

“ No, I was wondering whether they’ll be going down the 
Ten ails path directly, and if so, what the devil they’ll do 
when friend Prestcott dances out with a lantern,” laughed 
Charing, anxious to cheer de Riviere 

And then, after the angle of the ground had straightened 
out and they were hastening over a stone -littered flat, they 
lieaid him chuckling again 

“ Well, what is it this time ” de Riviere called Francis 
tappea the giil on the back and they halted 

“ 1 was thinking of what a Comedy of Unacqaaintances all 
this is Here am I, I don’t know you, Nicolau, nor your girl, 
neither of you know one another, nor me, and yet here we are 
running together upon a peifectly horrible mountain in the 
midst of a nocturnal rainstorm. And another thing, fnend 
Nicolau, I’il v/ager you don’t even know where we are ! 

No Wheie are we, then ” 
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“‘A hundred yards inside the most honourable republic of 
France Get out that flask, will you ” 

After drinking the nip of Domenecq they made their way 
o\ei to the pine wood they could distinguish to the right of 
their course Beneath the outer trees, as they had expected, 
they found the path leading slightly into the hollow of a coomb 
Foi twenty minutes they picked their way downwards beneath 
dripping trees that dashed them with water at every plunge of 
the wind, and then a light suddenly appeared m front of 
them 

‘‘ Hullo — S S Somerford Abbey ” Francis hailed, and then 
shouting to his folio weis, dashed forward and hugged Prestcott 
lound the shoulders The others drew level, and FranCiS 
said 

“ I know exactly what yam you’re going to pitch up, Piest- 
cott, my boy They came down in a hurry, two of them, 
eh*? ’ 

“ Yes, going like hell ” 

“ And you walked out with that bit of glow, eh ” 

“ That’s right, by gosh, and I ” 

“ They bolted, eh ^ ” 

“ Well, I’m damned ^ I thought I’d have a choice story to 
plant on you,” complained the operator Fancy sitting m 
that damned bunk, flea-ndden I thmk you said — by the way, 
I thought fleas disliked the cold — and then just when I had 
collected a nice little anecdote you walk dowm and plant it off 
on me Altogether too bad But still, you haven’t got the 
rest of It, I imagine ” 

“ What’s that, then ^ ” 

“ Well, they ^dn’t come down this path but further out on 
the rise yonder I sang out, and waved the lantern They 
didn’t stop, and thinking they hadn’t heaid me I just let go one 
round of this to attract their attention,” concluded Prestcott, 
producing a largish revolver 
And did it ^ ” 

** Did It heji ^ They ran like goats However, I guessed it 
couldn’t be you and the Spamard . ” 

Piescott had thoughtfully provided a passable meal and a 
brace of Thermos flasks of hot coffee, after which they con- 
tmued towards Banyuls The wireless operator, who had 
promptly taken over La Roja, led the way, discoursing to the 
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girl m a queer mixture of tongues that at least had the effect of 
mamtaming hei spiiits 

Three hours later they entered the Hotel Rousillonais where 
Prestcott had engaged rooms 

After resting, de Riviere wrote a glowing iettei to his friends 
m Barcelona, laying upon them the duty of providing for La 
Roja, and then upon Charing’s advice took the afternoon tram 
to Pans, m which city and among other friends m exile, he 
would best be able to live down the aistiess of his mother’s 
death 

They decided that it would be wiser for the two men and 
the girl at once to leave Banyuls as La Roja was without a pass- 
port and accoiTdmgly, having bought clothing foi her, they 
made their way to Ax les Theimes There, taking the tram 
as far as the neaiest station to La Tour de Carol, they made 
an easy way over the fiontier once more A day later they 
ariived m Baicelona, and received an enthusiastic welcome 
from the Relief Committee, Manscal at once taking the girl 
into his home 

For a few days after his return Francis felt some anxiety as 
to whetner there would be repercussions m Baicelona But 
as nothing happened and he became absoibed m a pi ess of 
moie important woik, he almost ceased to think about the 
matter, and even upon those occasions it was chiefly of some 
incident or episode that he was reminded Occasionally 
during the following month he met La Roja, Teiesa Campos 
y Rivat as she signed herself in the note she had sent mvitmg 
him to meet her at Manscal’s house Several times, also, he 
had thought of paying the bill they had left unsettled at Figueras, 
but the question faded out without becoming one of sciuple 

At odd times, nevertheless, he was amused and a little per- 
plexed by the clearly emphatic memory of the enigmatic 
behaviour of the seigeant of civil guards The end of this 
speculation was also natural enough The whole impression 
had been impossibly subtle for real life, at least to be ciedHile 
in normal life, which is mostly an affair of three classiilca- 
tions , nothing doing, clear engagements and hopeless con- 
fusion Such lefinements of perception were all very well m 
liteiature and diama. It was odd, however, that their arrest 
had been mtenaed 
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CHAPTER V 


INTERLUDE OF MOUNTEBANKS 

The two old showmen whose presence in their comer of the 
Reclus cafe on Col6n had hindered political discussion that 
evening, might have accepted the mvitation to do their stuff 
had anyone else suggested it From Elipe the request was m 
the nature of a challenge 

Ehpe was the strong man of the docks To remark that he 
was “ strong m the aim and weak m the head ’’ was not an 
msult to Ehpe Like many reputed strong men m all spheres, 
he somehow regarded the second assertion as corroboration of 
the first He was, however, more of a butt than a fool, the 
acceptance of that role ensuring the attention he loved. Ehpe 
had deliberately transfeired to the unpopular work on Western 
Whaif, because the coaling baskets being of equal size pre- 
vented him being picked out for unfaii loads, always the fate 
of the exceptionally strong labourer. Normally good-tempered, 
he had become truculent of late when at the Reclus, Isidro the 
dwarf having partly ousted him from the office of butt, 

“ Well, the Lord detripe me and turn me mside out,” the 
strong man ejaculated, “ I should have thought you’d have 
liked the chance of taking a collection ” One of Ehpe’s forms 
of humour was the invention of novel and usually comphcated 
oaths , appeals for divme decortication, deossification, un- 
surgical forms of biood-lettmg and the removal of sundry 
bodily accessoiies were common enough with him. These 
oaths were never successful , it takes the great heart of a people 
and the profundity of a mighty religion to produce one good 
blasphemy 

“ We’re no class, gentlemen,” explained the younger player, 
a rather mean-loolang individual “ We do very well m the 
httle villages where they’ll laugh if the vicar sneezes m the 
pulpit.” 
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Vails repeated the lequest with more couitesy , the two 
brothel s, for such they appeared, looked at one another and then 
sadly shook their heads 

“ No, gentlemen, we can’t, we don’t thinlc you would care 
for our show, you’d only laugh at us The tiuth is that our 
company,” the younger brother indicated his companion, 
would feel out of its atmosphere You can sell pills and love- 
potions at a village fair, but not books . I know, for I’ve tried 
An artiste must have his atmosphere , now tbirt> >ears ago ” 
The elder signed and nodded dreamily as if he were gazing 
down thirty years of roads and tracks and village taverns 

Thirty years ago we were working in the best circuses, 
the Jupiter, the Bionx and the Century and all of them were 
glad to get us You’ll have heard of the Jupiter, eh ” 

Domingo Magrans, a sheet-metal-worker, rather thought 
he had heard something or other about it a long time ago some- 
where, or alternatively he might be mistaken 

“ Ah, well, in those days the Rodoa family, that’s us ” 
“ Sinforiano Rodoa, gentlemen ” said the elder and very 
likeable showman with triste dignity, rising from his seat and 
bowing “ Allow me to introduce my brother Carlos ” 
Carlos nodded perfunctorily and waited until his brother had 
reseated himself 

‘‘ Our family was famous on the trapeze and the high wires. 
In one place the Civil Governor himself actually prohibited 
our Sister’s dive of death Ah, that was something to see, 

cur sister’s turn ^ ” The gaze of both brothers turned to the 
ceiling as if they expected the divmg sister to put in an appear- 
ance to save the family honour The brothers waited a few 
moments m silence and the Sinforiano sighed and shook his 
head 

Besides, we like to work with a barrel oigan, gentlemen ” 
Carlos continued “ They have one m most taverns nowa- 
days, now that the old fiddlers and pipers have died out It 
helps a lot, you know , speaking for myself, I like slow waltzes 
for acrobatic castles and pyrannd work, it makes it seem more 
statuesque, to use a fanciful word ” 

“ No, no,” approved Vails, “ statuesque My brother was 
good at pyiamids ” 

“ And of course pasodobles and one-steps do well for tum- 
bling There are difficulties, of course , most generally you 
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have to keep stopping your act to tell the fellow on the 
handle to go quicker or slower or to shut up or change the 
tune Still, I reckon we know every make of mechanical piano 
in the country , if they play the ‘ Banner of Spam ’ march first 
you can be sure they’ll knock out ‘ Nights of Love ’ waltz next- 
We get to rely on it ” 

“ Yes, but that one over at Algeciras was dilTerent/’ inter- 
posed Smforiano m a voice that spoke of major tragedy. That 
was your fault, too, Carlos I like the old pipers best, gentle- 
men ” The younger brother made a chekmg noise of dis- 
approval 

Then Vails suggested that the strollers should be mvited to 
eat something They accepted, and after a light meal agreed 
to perform The younger brother began to order his com- 
pamon about with managerial briskness Smfonano, doing 
his best to hide misgivings at their intrepidity, with an exquisite 
grave courtesy asked the waiter for leave to make use of a 
screen that was standmg in front of a door 

“ You don’t have to ask this person , you just take what you 
want. Look at him, he’s already in the family way by me,” 
jested Alonso, giving the waiter’s pot-belly several little pats 
Smfonano winced and bowed shghtly to the waiter before 
taking the screen 

Francis and the strong man helped the brothers Rodoa to 
make a dressing-room with the aid of a few chairs and the 
screen, while an excess of volunteers cleared a space upon the 
floor Meanwhile other chents of the Reclus had brought 
their chairs to the back of the saloon This unnerved the 
elder brother, and they could hear Carlos exhorting him from 
behind the screen, where a loudly whispered conference 
was going on Presently Smforiano stepped out, and 
takmg up a position before the screen, postured nervously 
and began 

"‘Your attention give, kind gentlefolk, of this great . . . 
town,” he faltered at the word 

“ City, city,” prompted Carlos fiercely from behind the 
screen There was a hum of amusement among the rather 
sophisticated audience of dockers, mechanics, masons and 
others Francis had tied an electric light over the dressing- 
room and the younger brother could be seen stooping down 
with his mouth pressed to the screen Smforiano contmued. 
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“ The masking curtain uses and the play shall now begin 
Nothing shall we show of kings that wear a crown 
Nor great estates, nor ought of folly, vice or sm, 

But simple fare, meet for honest folk now gathered here 
With this to weary you, kind sirs, we do not fear ’’ 

There was much nodding of heads and winking over this 
prelude, after dehvenng which Smfoiiano retired to the 
dressing-room 

‘‘You’ve forgotten the cm tarn, Francis,” bawled Elipe 
Some five minutes passed, and the groups had already 
begun conversations, before a bell rang behind the screen, an 
oidmary press-bell of the kmd provided upon teashop tables, 
and then the brothers Rodoa issued from their dressing-room, 
disguised as Chinamen, in costumes that apparently had 
passed through all the Chinese revolutions and Spamsh 
attempts since the beginmng of the centuiy 

First the brothers advanced to the centre of the clear space 
and then halted, facing one another, with that impassivity 
which m fiction is supposed to be the mark of the Chmaman 
They remained hke this for a good minute, and then Carlos 
slowly turned and once more they walked solemnly round 
the clearing and returned to the centre and posed as the Yellow 
Penl as before They got their laugh and this heartened Sin- 
foriano , he clapped his hands and Carlos ran with the usual 
pantomime hobble towards the screen, wheeled, and with a 
howl trotted towards Siufonano, put his hands upon the 
ground and began the first phase of a hand somersault As he 
came over with legs open, the elder Rodoa stooped, advanced 
into the fork and with an immense effort straightened up, his 
face hidden in his brother’s abdomen, as he sat upon Sin- 
foriano’s shoulders facmg the audience. Neatly enough done, 
this secured a few claps, though obviously the Rodoas were too 
near then hmit to make a comfortable spectacle Then 
followed a series of hand turns and cartwheels and a few simple 
tumbles of a schoolboy type These had no great effect on 
the audience and Smforiano began to grow nervous again 
Carlos suddenly appeared to take resolution, and clapped his 
hands m a way that served as a private signal between the players 
The elder Rodoa drew back “ No, no, Carlos,” he whis- 
pered Theie was a look of mtense pam and anxiety m his 
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eyes Carlos frowned and clapped again, trying to preserve 
oaental impassivity Once more Smfonano took up his post 
and made a nogger’s stirrup of his hands Carlos took a 
breath and ran at his brother, placed one foot m the stirrup 
and with that help managed to get over m a backward somer- 
sault that left everyone unpleasantly conscious of the weak- 
ness of the human spine This also produced a httle applause, 
and Sinfonano’s eyes glowed as he pressed his brother’s arm 

Without waiting for silence, Carlos shouted “ Chinese 
Dog,” and they lay down side by side and head to feet Then 
loclang legs about each other’s upper torso, they rose at arm’s 
length upon their hands and proceeded to plod round the 
room This brought a real laugh, especially when the dog 
barked first at one end and then the other, and finally at both 
together Then the Chinese dog discovered that Francis was 
a lamp -post and this brought the first clappmg, which became 
univeisal, when with four leaps the dog hopped towards the 
screen and broke down Both brothers were exhausted when 
they stood up, and neither could make the httle speech they 
w^ere accustomed to deliver before retiring to the di essing-room 

During the interval, which v/as unduly long, some fifteen 
minutes, conversation first turned upon circuses that members 
of the audience had seen, and then Elipe stepped out, dragging 
the very reluctant Isidro with him 

Your attention, kind gentlefolk, of this great house,” he 
shouted No, I’ve got it all wrong , anyhow, the great Elipe 
will take a hand ” 

Taking Isidio by the middle, he swung lum up to aim’s 
length and then proceeded rapidly to perform the exercise 
known as “ knees bend,” while the dwarf yelled and cursed, 
pulling at his hair Two more of the audience rushed mio the 
ring and began to do acrobatic feats, trying to oul rival one 
another Meanwhile, the strong man had discovered other 
uses for Isidro, ail of which were unwelcome to that gentleman 
and diverting to the audience 

Dunng the hubbub the brothers Rodoa came out and stood 
almost unnoticed on the edge of the clearing Smfonano 
had now dressed as a magician, with a long black bath-wiap 
decoiated with silver half moons, a wig of white horsehair and 
a conical hat Carlos had placed over hiS Chmaman’s dress a 
peasant’s smock 
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“ Silence, silence ^ Enter formidable magician,” called 
Francis Sinforiano seemed a little hurt by the adjective and 
hesitated to come forward The dwarf managed to escape 
from Elipe, and at that moment order was restored 

Smfonano pioceeded to do conjuring and juggling tricks of 
an elementary nature, at its best a class of entertainment un- 
popular in Barcelona The strong man began to explain 
the manner of their working to those around him, and this 
caused some argument in that corner of the room Then, 
announcing that he possessed lemarkable powers of hypnotism 
and mental suggestion, the development of which he had 
studied with oriental professors and whose exercise had secured 
him honours at vanous courts, Smfonano called for special 
attention Carlos would be blindfolded by any member of 
the audience and would then name any card chosen from the 
pack The stiong man volunteered for the blindfolding 
Texido selected a card 

“ Name this card,” called Smfonano with dignity, putting on an 
enigmatic expression “ Name ” was the codewoid for Clubs 
“ A Club,” whispered Carlos, afflicted with some rare 
mystical sickness 

“ What IS the value of this card ^ ” asked the magician 
solemnly pionouncmg the seven words 

“ Seven Seven of Clubs,” answered the clairvoyant 
“ Seven of Clubs,” the subject says “ Seven of clubs it is 
gentlemen,” announced Smfonano ‘‘Any other gentleman 
would like to choose ^ ” 

“ 1 can do bettei than that,” shouted the strong man “ Heie, 
lend me a pack of cards, fat boy ” — this to the waiter Sm- 
fonano brmdled at this interference and seemed to take fiesh 
courage 

“ One moment, sir — ^before we continue, I would like to 
announce a great discovery ” 

“ A great discovery , what’s that ” asked the strong man 
with his head on one side 

“As IS known to this audience, the great wizard Oo Wun 
Lun possesses mystical powers of the piofoundest soit ” 

“ Oo Flung Dung, you mean,” said Ehpe gruffly 
“Exercising those powers,” went on Smfonano, ignoring 
the cloacal reference, “ I declare that you aie a physical subject 
of the most hypnotic type ” 
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“ A whatta ” demanded Elipe, jerking his head upright and 
thiustmg It forward 

A hypnotically impressionable subject of the most super- 
lative category,” announced the magician, rolling out the 
impressive nonsense with great style I shall proceed to 
hypnotise you forthwith ” 

“And I shall proceed to bash anyone over the nob who 
interferes with me,” replied Elipe pugnaciously 

“ Whoah, boy,” warned Alonso, “ you’re trying to interfere 
With him ” 

The strong man shrugged his shoulders and looked siilk>. 
“ Ah, well, then, let him keep his insults to himself ” 

A change seemed to have come o\er the elder Rodoa He 
followed up the strong man’s retreat with taunts, his eyes 
shone with the old and experienced showman’s zest m deahng 
with turnip-headed heckleis 

“ As I announced, I shall subject your brain to my control ” 
“ You’ll do nothing of the sort,” sulked Elipe Francis 
could see that the strong man was secretly afraid 

“ I challenge, you, sir, you aie a man of great strength, I am 
old and have nothing but my science to aid me I challenge 
you to a battle of wills ” 

“ Go on, Elipe,” yelled the dwarf “ You’re afraid, afraid 
of an old man in a nightshirt ” 

“ Who says I’m afraid, who says Fm afraid ^ ” asked the 
strong man grimly, without looking round 
“ We all do, you re afraid,” Isidro insisted 
“ Very well, then, w'e’il see, Vv'hat’s to be done then, mister 
magician ^ ” 

“ I shall challenge you to a wagei of one duro that I wiU 
stand you m that corner, upon that table, and then without 
as much as touching you I shall compel you to get down from 
that table and leave the cornei before I have commanded you 
three times,” replied Smforiano 

“ Oh, so that’s it, is it — ^well. I’ll take you on , extiicate my 
liver and kidneys if I don’t ” 

“ First of all the duio, sir , here is mine ” Smfonano fished 
a few small coins fiom the purse which Carlos advanced and 
then replaced them 

“ This gentleman shall be the stakeholder, kindly put m 
your com ” Elipe reluctantly pushed the massive silver 
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into the purse, where it immediately fell through a slit m the 
bottom into the magician’s hand Sinfonano could not resist 
a wink as he gave the purse to Francis to hold 

Now, sir,” said the magician, with a hint of a purr m his 
voice, as my strength is not equal to more exercise this night, 
may I ask you to put that table m the corner yonder ” 

The strong man promptly lifted the table to an unnecessary 
height and placed it on the spot indicated 

Now be good enough to stand upon the table Hold my 
hat, by the way, will you It gives contact between us if you 
cany something of mine m your hand ” The subject dubi- 
ously took the black durice’s hat and then with a burst of good 
temper, or anxious to hve down the bad impression he had 
made, clapped it upon his head and grinned at the audience 
Go on, professor,” he said, “ put the influence on ” 
Gentlemen, the experiment is as follows The subject, 
one of the strongest men m this city, I have no doubt, will be 
commanded to step down fiom that table I am prepared to 
wager ten thousand duros that m virtue of my science he will 
obey me before I have commanded him three times Does 
anyone care to wagei a peseta, or half-a-peseta, supposing no 
gentleman to be carrying ten thousand duros at the moment 
The shoit gentleman m the corner ” suggested Sinfonano, 
pointing to Isidro Martinez Alonso and the dwarf both 
wagered a peseta that the magician would fail 

“ I warn you,” continued Rodoa, “ you will lose your 
money , the subject is a very impressionable one , note that 
he has done as all ready victims, subjects I mean, do , he has 
put on my hat, m which he looks very ridiculous, as no doubt 
you will all agree If I’d given him my coat a^so he would 
have put that on too, I’m sure They always do ” 

The old showman was evidently enjoying himself It was 
easy to picture the hundreds of over-clever peasants who had 
fallen for the simple trick There was a certain insolent 
triumph m the voice of the foimerly timid Sinfonano 

“ Now then, gentlemen, I want you to notice the position 
and movements of my hands as I make the hypnotic passes 
which must accompany my commands ” Rodoa made a 
few passes in the air and m doing so contrived to show the duro 
to the audience, giving a quick flick of the thumb towards 
the strong man The burst of laughter, repeated a second later 
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at Alonso’s expense, was unintelligible to the subject on the 
table 

“ Subject,” Rodoa adopted the manner of an Is’ '^elite 
prophet, I command you to step down from that tabic 
“ Once, ’ said the audience Ehpe began to grin. 

The showman repeated the command 
Twice, ’ the onlookers shouted 
“ Now, gentlemen, my brother and I will proceed to present 
ono of our entertaining sketches, specially written for us by 
a student poet of Salamanca University, who shortly afterwards 
fell into a lovesickness and died hugging a guitar to his breast, 
and all for love of his own creations You will be good enough 
to peimit us to change our clothing the better to discharge 
our obligations to this distinguished audience ” The two 
brothers bowed and went behmd the screen Presently some 
of those present tumbled to the childish catch and hastily tried 
to make bets with their fi lends 

Ten minutes later the Rodaos once more emerged and 
began to recite the monotonous lines of a rhymed dialogue 
It was pool stuff and the audicnce soon grew tired of it, par- 
ticularly Elipe on his table, already embarrassed by the hat 
that he was too self-conscious to remove 

At last as the couplets of the dialogue drew to a melancholy 
close (a love tale of a village shepherdess and a conscript 
recruit and of her faithfulness until death could not fail to be 
melancholy to such an audience), the strong man became 
rebelhous 

“ Here, what about that third command, professor ? ” he 
demanded. 

Gentlemen,” said Sinfonano, rising from his seat, ‘‘ I am 
accustomed to give the third command approximately fifteen 
days later than the second This mvariably ensures that the 
subject does indeed step down from the table before the third 
command I hope it will be agreed that the duro is mine ” 
No, by hell, it isn’t.” shouted Ehpe amid laughter, leap- 
ing down and giabbing the purse from Charmg’s knee, where 
it lay 

Now then, mister magician, what do you say now ” 

‘‘ Sir, you may keep the purse if you wish, foreseeing that 
predicament I took the piecaution of removing both my 
money and yours,” answered Rodoa, showing the corns. 
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During the uproar of laughter and chaffing which followed, 
Caiios quickly went round with the hat, the satisfactory con- 
tents of which he at once locked up in their property box 
with all the appearances of nonchalance They then both 
came foiward and simultaneously announced that they would 
present an extra item out of giatitude for the heavy collection 
The Rodoas then began a chain of patter of which the 
following was the only pomt to get even a smile 

“ 111 piove to you, brother Carlos, that I am not here ” 

“ But, my dear Sinfonano, how can that be, I see you, I 
touch you, I hear you, you must be here ” 

Carlos, I say I shall prove I am not here 
Prove it then ” 

“ Answer me, then , am I in Madrid 
‘‘ Of course not * ” 

‘‘ Then am I m London ” 

Nor m London ” 

“ Then if I am not m London or Madrid I must be m some 
other place ” 

“ Why, yes, of couise, in some other place ” 

‘‘ Well, then, burro^ if I am m some other place I cannot 
be here ’’ 

After this reasoning, quite as convincing as the average 
metaphysical argument, or, say, St Paul’s verbal absurdity 
about the diversity of fleshes, interest rapidly waned and the 
Rodoas seized upon their opportunity to close 

‘‘ We usually finish by raffling a bottle of something, gentle- 
men,” announced Carlos, “ but as our method of raffling is 
really a bit of a swindle we w^'on’t insult you by trying it on 
On behalf of my company I thank you one and all for your 
distinguished attention Good mght, everybody ” 

After changing they remamed half an hour m conversation, 
took advice about cheap lodgings and left the cafe “ Don’t 
forget, chum,” Alonso said to Sinfonano at the door, if you 
want any information about the city or advice, call back here 
We’re here most mghts and smce you are strangers we shall 
be glad to help you ” 

In the Murcian’s corner the baitmg of Ehpe occupied some 
time, and then apropos the verbal tnck m Sinfonano’s proof 
of absence, a discussion about debating tricks cropped up, 
such as the use of the words natural ” and “ unnatural ” 
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0ad taking analogies for proofs And then the subject of 
philosophy was entered upon It was after an hour’s dis- 
course upon the metaphysics and philosophies underivmg 
the various bodies of political doctrine that Alonso interrupted 
F ancis with a suggestion 

“ I propose that we found a society and hire our own rooms 
Then we can discuss these things at our ease What do you 
say, Francis ” 

“ What do I say I say it’s a damn good idea, but what 
about the law ” replied Chaimg 

“ We shall have to draw up rules, present them to the 
Civil Governor for approval, register the headquarters and 
send m a regular account of our proceedmgs, that’s all ” 

‘ That’s all '> Let’s get down to it,” assented Francis with 
enthusiasm 

Before they left the Cafe Reclus, they had drafted pro- 
visional rules and agieed to take a collection among their 
work associates on the Saturday following Temporary 
officers were elected also, Texido being chairman and Vails 
secretary Francis was charged with the task of ffiading 
lecturers, he having first proposed that Guillermo Trepat 
should be asked to lecture upon the History of Smithing as a 
preliminary to more relevant matters This would certainly 
be moffensive to the Civil Governor and would generally dis- 
arm suspicion In those days the Dictatorship would not 
tolerate the barest reference to pohtics* Merely to have asked 
for permission to form a discussion group would have meant 
“ preventative ” imprisonment, so they decided to call the 
society the ‘‘ Centre for Free Studies (non-sectaiian, non- 
political) ” ^The highest excitement prevailed in the party 
that mght as they left the Reclus 
As Francis strolled along the wharves of the Commercial 
Basm towards Mar Street he could not but be struck with the 
curious chance that had governed the proposed formation 
of the Centre The world, according to the general doctrines 
of his philosophy, was a system minutely and beautifully 
integrated by causality There was no need to adopt out-of- 
date or mechamstic defimtions of cause and effect, nevertheless 
he believed that every event had its causal precedents, with 
which it was historically connected by some effective continuity. 
True, there was a very odd treatment of Chance in the 
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philosophical essays of Hecker, a professor at one of the 
Institutes of the Communist Academy m Moscow What did 
the fellow say “ Chance or the accidental was to be defined 
as a cause which is not directly related to the lawful innei 
development of a given phenomenon ” Hm, there was a 
semi-mystical tone about that which he disliked, it would 
be matter for an idle time should that ever come 

He felt that the new Centre was very likely to be a potent 
influence in the life of Barcelona, perhaps m the life of the 
country It might conceivably be one of the innumerable 
forces which would some day produce a violent alteration of 
society throughout the country In that case the causal 
circumstances of its formation could be held to have a final 
and inevitable place in whatever events might occur Had 
the brotheis Rodoa, two insigmficant purveyors of a threadbare 
art, spent their long years wandering the hills and plateaux 
of Spam m order at last to bring themselves by innumerable 
obscure stages to Barcelona and the Cafe Reclus, amongst 
the thousands of cafes in the city, and at just that moment 
when he, by way of such a diverse history, was also present, 
m order to produce a new organ of revolution ? It was a 
fascinating speculation m Causality. 
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CONFLICT IN THE DOCKS 

That morning the February sunlight streamed down over 
the docks like a translucent solvent of grime and obscurity, 
dissolving away every stain and imprecision of outline The 
spires and chimney shafts of the city stood out individually 
agamst the drifting smoke coils that appeared not to diffuse 
into a veiling haze, the upper balcomes of the tall houses on 
the Paseo and the side streets of Barceloneta lightly fluttered 
their white washing in the cool breeze which was all that 
remained of the icy gale of yesterday It was as if the 
Mediterranean light consciously delighted m the detail and 
diversity of the city, and in protest against that monstrous 
artistic violation of its nature known as impressionism, had set 
Itself the hilarious task of enumerating every item of the docks, 
the heaps of sand and gravel and stone, the stacks of cement 
and wheat bags, rolls of cable, tangles and coils of hawser, piles 
of bnCks and tiles, wooden crates, plants, railway sleepeis and 
tm-snippmgs, and all the heterogeneous gear and goods that 
lay around on the Balearic Wharves where Francis and the 
Mm Clan’s gang weie working Across the hard ruffled water 
of the green "blue Commercial Basin, rimmed with little gaily 
painted sardine craft from the Rousillon coasts, red maize 
heaps glowed deeper in the virginal warmth of the morning 
as they do towards sundown, for already there was a hint of 
mellow richness in the light Even across the Basin the grainy 
and noduled texture of the heaps of chrome -hued cereals 
could be clearly distinguished 

White and blue were the predominant colours , the white 
v/ooden hulls, scrolled with gold and green, of the Cala Copdesa 
and the Cala Marquesas sister ships of the little Cala Mallo, - 
qiana, on which they were working, were brightly reflected m 
the green water, ruffled with clear cobalt and ashen blues as 
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the npples earned m the sky hues upon their tilted mirrois 
Above in the puie sky a few plumy cirrus clouds, tinged with 
violet, floated at an enormous height 

That morning the heavy sweet smell of the locust beans 
they weie discharging, made even more syrupy by the sun’s 
warmth, had given Francis a slight headache, or perhaps it 
was a result of the introspective study into which Elizabeth’s 
letter which he had receu^ed that morning had thiowii him 
Despite the vivacity of the day there was sullenness among 
the gangs, it seemed to him , he consciously speculated as to 
whether this impression could be subjective in origin Not 
even Alonso seemed to be his usual cheerful self, Texido who 
by custom sought to lectify protracted silence with a leading 
gibe or a “ Do you remember that day m ” had not tried 

to ammate his mates, or at least had not succeeded m doing 
so 

Upon the Cala Marquesa at their bows another gang known 
as that of the “ Little Dyer ” was workmg, and between the 
two gangs the customary raillery of good companionship was 
not being exchanged That at least was not subjective, for 
Francis had gone to the forecastle of the Cala Mallorqmna and 
offeied their leader a handful of locust beans for that well- 
behaved lot squatting on top of the banel-oigan ” The gang, 
sitting on a hatch cover, had not answered the ancient jest, 
and the leader had with ill-humour replied, We’ve got 
some of our own, thanks ” Thereafter the silence had been 
even more oppiessive, especially as below them, across the 
narrow waist of wharf, a Basque coaster was being ficighled 
to the accompaniment of full-throated singing 

No doubt the confusion of thought and feeling that Elizabeth’s 
letter, and m particular Lydia’s enciosuie, had provoked m 
him was doing much to create an impression of sullenness 

The job was a snip, declared Texido, the glistening brown 
pods gave no trouble as they shovelled them into the deep 
baskets from which they spilled them on the canvas sheet 
spread on the wharf Disciplme was not stiict, and during 
the piotracted ten o’clock breathei Fiancis retired to a cod 
of lope at the back of the galley and re-read paits of the letter, 
wiitten on paper of the kind she woiked her exercises on 


“ Dear Sancho ” (she had called him that because she had 
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said that he had always to be looking for a Quixote, inieferencc 
to his earlier life) 

‘‘ I did not threaten to write when you left London but now 
I cannot hold my tongue any longer ” (She had evidently 
tried to impose restraint upon herself for she began an account 
of an accident m the chemistry demonstration room and 
huniedly closed it ) “It seems I have given you my life I 
can see you look up and hft your hair with your fingers as you 
do when you mock me Oh, I mean to be kind, Francis — I am 
not being spiteful Is there any reason why I shouldn’t say 
what I feel What is my hfe I know all the wise dis- 
eiitanglements you could perform I think I could do it 
myself And yet, you could always explain things to me but 
It appears you were as dumb before Lydia as I was before you 

“ I suppose I ought to have fought ‘ Elizabeth, her science 
13 the exact image of her orderly spirit ’ That’s a phrase out 
of a letter of youis Lydia has shown me Well, I am bemg 
analytical, though you’ll think it’s after the manner of a child 
With a watch Never mind, you’re an engineer No, that is 
silly, Francis (Oh lor, the woman ought to have an operation 
for acute parenthesis ) 

“ I ought to have fought If I had told you how you weie 
hurting me at fiist would you still have done it, or would you 
have left me Perhaps this is disloyal to L I always want to 
cross that and make it £ save that, fantastic subtlety, it leaves 
me as the shillings and pence ” 

(Why the devil did she talk about loyalty, what loyalty 
could she have to Lydia 

“ But you see, Francis, I could not fight, my whole morality 
would not let me I wanted not to be jealous, and yet I came 
near to hitting you with that Dutch jug you brought me from 
Dordrecht, once when you came * home ’ tired and would 
not speak to me Of course I knew that you were slaving on 
that Thesis for the Plenum — why did you need to tell me 
that ^ I wanted you to be free I tried to behave as a woman 
of the Revolution should, and now I begin to think I have 
acted like a revolutionary fool I made a mistake m suppress- 
ing myself — why should she hate our Deram I’ve seen olive 
trees, of couise, they aie thick and wry -shaped and the soil is 
red and the herbs are dull green Oh, yes, I Icnow all that is 
true — and I could have said that had I wished Ail you said 
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was, ‘ Don’t you feel you could saw thiough that trunk, can’t 
you feel the solid mass of it ’ Fine, oh, yes, Clive Bell would 
recognize their mark Why couldn’t you say, * We bought it 
out of the cigarettes we didn’t smoke and the “ Sucre du 
Prmtemps ” we didn’t hear ’ Then she would have known 
we really liked the picture 

“ I feel like that music now — only it’s an Autumn Rite 
going on mside me, I’m not stamping any seeds in, I’m watch- 
ing couch fires some of those long counterpomts, no — 
what do you call them ostenati, is it — those phrases that go 
on over and over again — some of those towards the end of the 
Rite are just like couch fire smoke m the wind, rising up and 
curling down to the ground agam I suppose I ought to say 
sacrificial fires Oh, Fiancis, was our music the only thing we 
really were intimate about I heard ‘ Petrouchka ’ and some 
Poulenc the other night . You can tell ’ow bad I am, 
doctor, she said, ’cos it sounded like Elgar Elgar ’ Oh my 
god of Brompton Oratoiy pomp and Wembley circumstance ^ 
It fed on her damask cheek I mean I didn’t tell you that 
I had really been loving you until you had committed yourself 
to me — I mean — I thought I would give you peace with a 
simple enough act — and what I gave you was myself Oh, I 
know — I’m not much Vulgar posture to adopt, the humble 
lover, etc , etc. How can I show you — is it any good to show 
you that underneath this calm shell, this skin I can’t moult 
off, IS something — something you ought to have seen — there’s 
a weak ending, doesn’t that ease the strain for you 

Don’t you love the beauty of the world, Francis really 
love it, I mean When I was first unhappy you tried to 
comfort me — why don’t you thump a dium, witch-doctoi 
— ^with that doctrine ‘ This won’t take away the beauty of 
mountains, the loveliness of lunnels going over green turf, the 
lonely magic of tarns, and so on,’ something like that you 
said, only 1 can’t do any better than copy out shoddy Georgian 
phrases while you have the trick of clean English But, 
Francis, if you ically love that beauty, why — don’t you see 
that you have taken these things away from me Do you 
lemember the Pic du Port de Portillon above the Valley of 
Oo ^ Do you remember how we sat on the path by the side 
of Lake Saousat (how many vowels can these Pyrenean peasants 
cram into a word I’ve just seen a valley called Bouineauou 
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and another Caiilaouas on the map) the Spamsh workmen 
came up from Oo to go to the hydraulic borings on the Tusse 
de Montarque, how they laughed at my Spamsh and how 
hornble their wine was ^ And then we went up past their huts 
(Francis, fancy livmg like that for a few shillings a day, there 
ought to be some good Reds among them, worth trying '?) Do 
you remember how we crept round the edge of the lake with 
those little icebergs and floes upon it and — oh, yes, the ribs of 
the old boat — and then over some scree to the snow slopes 
beneath Peak Royo — Francis — oh, Sancho, I can see all that 
here in my head and perhaps you’ve forgotten it There was 
no need to put that rope on me so soon I could have climbed 
that first steep slope even though the snow was frozen But I 
was glad to be roped — we were really one then I loved that 
rope. Its veiy touch was good And then you had to cut steps 
It was good to see you ahead of me and I liked you all the 
more because you didn’t pietend it was very hard work and 
dangerous (Was it '>) When I’ve been at sea (Dover-Calais 
once, Newhaven-Dieppe eleven times), I’ve often gazed at 
the crest of a wave gomg by — I never wished to walk the 
tightrope along it because that kmd of thought could never 
occur to a human bemg — the Ammal Cursed with Instability 
— ^but now I do Do you remember that final dome of snow 
when once we were over the ice, near the breche How the 
‘ rimaye,’ it’s not a bergschrund as you say, at the base of the 
chfifs had advanced so much that they nearly met and we had 
to crawl along the narrow crest of a big billow of haid snow — 
and when that horrible rock shpped 1 wasn’t afraid for you, 
not as I am now ” (Elizabeth afraid somebody must have 
exaggeiated the dangers of the Spamsh situation to her — that 
was a little cinematographic, he thought ) “ And the summit 

and what we did there — oh, Francis — it was a bit hke a funny 
sort of sacnfice, lying upon that slab m the sun — a bee went 
over me I remember What can bees jSnd at 11,000 feet — 
especially when you put the rope over me I was safe enough, 
my beloved I should have rolled inwards had I fallen But I 
loved your strength and your humoui, I think I always wanted 
to be embraced by a man who could laugh uproariously 
about It 

“ Do you realize what I am doing ^ I am driving myself 
insane, it seems One ought to grow calm towards the end of 

111 



LEAN MEN 


a letter One ought to look about for the tonic and dominant 
again and grow into a stately march No, that’s Eigar 

I’d got a tiny new pride out of a yard or two of silk and a 
clown’s hat Two days ago I leceived my little things fiom 
the authorities — I managed my honours degree well enough 
My parents came up to see the investiture and stood foi about 
three hours waiting for the clerk to call on Elizabeth Helston 
and then father had to repeat ‘ Helston ’ so that everybody 
round about could hear (and they all had children of their 
own who were receiving degrees, too) I wonder he didn’t 
add " & Sons, Industrial Adhesive and Office Mucilage Mer- 
chants ’ as he did when he went to sleep at the Mason’s dinnei, 
or so they say They were happy enough, I think, though 
they still ‘ mourn ’ me It’s a clown’s hat No, I won’t do 
any of that ‘ on with the motley ’ business 

“ It’s nearly midnight and I’ve not said anything that I 
set out to say Lydia has been here and we’ve tried to talk it 
all out I worked myself into a state of belief about what is 
in all probability desperate nonsense She agreed I was to 
write to you about it But I cannot now 

Francis, tell me, if ever you write, why did you love your 
first wife, Angela Is this too intimate a question I do not 
know — It seems there’s very little I do know 

“ Good night, 

Elizabeth 

“ I am giving this to L to post, she is sendmg a note with 
it ” 


He could see in her endless parentheses and her disorderly 
reference to things, music, the world and so forth that what 
she missed was the life she had hved with him, not him, the 
man himself And yet a man and his life were identical There 
was no individual who lived a life, there was just a living In 
that case she had been loving him and Lydia had been wrong 
m her constant assertion 

Lydia’s note had been brief, there was no need to re-read it* 

I have spent the evenmg with Elizabeth Helston, I know 
what she is going to suggest to you She is mad, such a thing 
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IS utterly impossible She thinks she loves you and yet she 
proposes that I will not, let her write and talk as much as 
she care Oh, if you only had the courage to tell her the truth ! 
Can she give you art? Or any other thmg you have called 
a necessity 

“ Lydia ’’ 

And then its postscript of one word “ Coward 

So Elizabeth had proposed that he should be allowed to 
continue loving them both Lydia’s contemptuous anger had 
prevented her saymg as much, but her skill with words was 
too limited to hide it How frank she was, she deliberately 
set her art and her passionate beauty in the scales agamst 
Elizabeth’s What had she given him*? That she had 

given him something of elusive loveliness he was sure, it did 
not find words so readily as Lydia’s splendid gift He did not 
consider Elizabeth’s suggestion for a moment, its utter 
impracticability was too unrevolutionaiy 

A shout from the wharf made him look up sharply. Alonso 
and a member of the Cala Marquesa gang were strugglmg on 
the wharf Texido had already jumped ashore and was hasten- 
ing to the spot where two others of the Marquesa men had 
already joined their workmates Francis could see at once 
that there looked like being something of a brawl ; below in 
Cala Mallorquina he heard the shovels flung down and the 
next moment Vails appeared at the top of the ladder^ Isidro 
behmd him. Vails hesitated before jumping ashore, while to 
Charmg’s dismay the dwarf instantaneously flung lumself to 
his knees and crept forward along the Mallorquina'' s deck It 
was startling to see Isidro Martinez behave with such prompt- 
ness There was something uncanny in the speed with which 
he wormed through the upright barrels that stood about the 
fore deck There could be no doubt about his mtention At 
that range there could be no missmg for a man who had cover 
enough to take aim This must be prevented , this was more 
than a shindy with sticks and belts It must be prevented 
both for the sake of his friends and of the movement He 
thought at once of the Centre of Free Studies ev^ suppose 
nothing more came of it than a healthy dust-up, which already 
seemed improbable, one of the swarms of police and 
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government spies would be sure to notice it The names of 
Alonso and Vails were intended to appear on the Centre’s 
incorporation forms that were to be signed that night The 
strict apoliticality of the Centre would at once be suspect 

He sprang up from the coil of rope, cramped fiom the pro- 
longed discomfort of his position, and hastened limpingly to 
the waist of the ship, Steppmg from the rail to the whaif he 
could not make the distance, theie was no strength in his 
taking off leg He fell forward, flung his hands outward, but 
not soon enough to prevent his face coming into contact with 
the edging baulk A squaie-headed bolt caught him at the 
edge of the mouth as he toppled over and went down back 
downwards between the Mallorqmna^s side and the wharf 
Before he met the water, Francis heard another report, from 
the bows of the ship from which he had fallen 

Luckily he had fallen clear of the wall and nothmg more 
than his shouldei had collided with a large pamter hanging 
from the deck When he came to the surface he instinctively 
sensed that help was above him and struggled to right himself 
in the couiined trough of water into which he had fallen A 
row of faces lined the wharf above , then a rope was flung 
down and dragged across his body, he grasped it and danger 
was past 

When after five minutes they got him to the level of the 
wharf he found that both gangs had come to his assistance 
immediately upon hearing Vails’ shout of alarm. It was an 
ironic paradox, he thought, as they hurried him towards the 
warehouse door, that men who were perfectly prepared to put 
lead through him were at once upon the spot to prevent him 
drowning 

At his protests they set him upon his feet Two urban guards 
suddenly appeared round the comer, m haste. One of them, 
a few paces in advance of the other, at once shouted “ Put 
them up , up I tell you ^ ” and opened and closed the bolt of 
his carbine The guard behind did the same 

They stood there for a few seconds, hands crawling up, and 
then Alonso whispered fiercely behmd Charing’s back 
‘‘ Sham It, man, sham it ” Fiancis without questioning, and 
keeping his hands aloft, tottered, Alonso and Texido both 
sprang to his side. 

“ He’s fallen m the water,” shouted Vails “ Can’t you see. 
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you animal,’’ this to the senior guard who had lowered his 
muzzle to the waist-line They led Charing to a nest of 
baskets upon the very edge of the wharf and sat him down 
“ All right, sir,” said Alonso to the guard, he’s not hurt ” 
“ What’s happened heie ” demanded the guard curtly 
And out With it, we heard the shots, no fancy work ” 

You must have been mistaken, sir,” answered Texido 
Our compamon here fell between the ship and the wharf 
m attempting to land, that is all ” 

“ There were shots — put them up again, at once ” 

There was no disobeying the guard, he kept them covered 
while he slowly drew out his whistle and blew. They stood 
there several minutes until a couple of civil guards doubled 
along the length of the wharf These unholsteied their 
Mausers and commanded the urban guards to search Francis 
began to shiver with the cold and they began with him Not a 
weapon was to be found among either gang 

‘‘ Eleven of you,” said one of the civil guards Who is the 
gang leader ” 

Alonso motioned m reply 

“ Eleven on this wharf There are two gangs here Who 
else 9 ” 

The Murcian’s late opponent answered 
“ Your contract cards, then, one hand only ” 

Each produced ius card The guard took them and 
examined them 

“ One missmg — search both ships,’ ordered the semoi of 
the police “ No, there, forward — among those barrels, there 
he IS ” Isidro had stood up, his head hanging down like a 
sulky child He came ashore at the semor’s command after 
being searched by the urban police They found no pistol 
either upon him oi on deck 

‘‘ Very good,” snapped the civil guard “ Get this man 
blankets and take him to the dispensing station, then home ” 
The gangs sprang to life, eager to be away from the uiban 
guards’ vigilance The civils were probably so accustomed 
to disturbances of this soit that they were not inclined to make 
much of It, unless mcontiovertible necessity were appaient 
The urban guard, a little over-awed by the prestige of the 
senior foice, with obvious reluctance permitted the gang to 
disperse 


115 



LEAN MEN 


Francis had sustained no injury beyond an abraised cut 
near his mouth, but found it necessary to remam in bed the 
following day, a temperature having developed That night 
Texido and one of the Marquesa men who had assisted him 
to his seat upon the baskets visited him at his rooms m Mar 
Stieet, and then at his request went out and ordered supper 
to be sent up from a restaurant 

‘‘ Lucky thing Alonso is pretty quick-witted,” Texido 
remarked while Francis was eating “You seemed to twig 
what he meant right enough, so that's one up for you They 
iie\er spotted that dumping act A nice new ^ Star,’ mine was 
Vilanova here had a ‘ Little Savage,’ an American gun ” 

“ Fve come to thank you, chum, for woikmg that stunt so 
damned nippy,” said the man introduced as Vilanova, a 
slender pale-faced youth with a drawn expiession in his eyes 
and pronounced wrinkles between his brows 

“ H’m, do you happen to know who fired fiist'>” asked 
Fiancis “ It was someone on your deck. I’ll swear.” 

“Yes, it was,” replied Vilanova shortly 
“ Lucky for someone that the shot missed then, eh ^ ” 

“Yes, damned lucky for the two of us, why fence about 
hke that ” burst out Vilanova angrily “ Do you think I’d 
come heie and thank you for putting that wheeze over if it 
wasn’t because I meant it, if I didn’t have — Christ Almighty, 
you know damn well it was I who shot — at Texido here — if 
he wants to know He’d drawn on Escalo, our chief You’ve 
nothing on us, that shoit-arsed httle monkey of yours in the 
bows missed me by a few inches ” The newcomer leaned 
towards the bed, his fists clenched 

“ Thai’s all right, chum, keep your wool on,” rephed 
Francis “ Mine’s m that drawer yonder, so I had to dump 
myself overboard Now tell me what it was all about I’d 
been sitting down behind the galley having a breather when 
all of a sadden I look round and see all that pantomime going 
on A man doesn’t like to take a ducking without knowing 
why ” Vilanova was silent for a while before replying 

“ We belong to the other union, that’s all ” And he added 
more quickly “ The jobs on the Balearic have always come 
to us — some of us m the umon loaned money to the Gala firm 
to repair a couple of boats and we’ve always been treated that 
way. Then your Syndicate gels to work on the Rota 
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Committee and we’re getting pushed out — that’s all Besides, that 
leader of yoms — ^well, you know the kind of tongue he’s got, 
eh ^ Tried to make out that v/e’d bought the job, paid a 
premium for it — bribers — that was his word ” 

“ So It IS,” hared Texido, ‘‘ it’s buying work If they 
weren’t small ships you couldn’t have done it — ^wliy doesn’t 
your union put money down for the Bellver people to put the 
Robefta Mayo and the Afdn back into commission — why the 
devil don’t you go to the Italian Lloyd and the Arnus and the 
New Vulcan people and the rest and buy up the whole blasted 
docks ^ You snapped at that chance and then squared the 
Rota Committee to give you a perpetual right on the jobs . 
you lent them money they lobbed from you and then bribed 
the Port Rota ” 

We didn’t bribe them — ^wasn’t it just fair that we should 
have the work after paying for the repairs Besides, the union 
didn’t provide the money ” 

‘‘You got your money back — with interest — ^and if your 
union didn’t plank the money down — trust your Largo 

Caballero and the rest of that crawling lot of leaders of 

yours to hang on to the funds — they organized the swindle for 
you And whoevei heard of a sense of fairness m a Fort 
Authority ” 

“ Why not, aren’t they human bemgs, man ^ 

Are they hell f ” 

Vilanova shrugged his shouldeis and m leveller tones, said , 
“ Well, that’s our viewpoint You have youi w ay of lookmg 
at things and I shan’t be the one to say you mayn’t ha\ e some 
good reasons Still — that blasted fair-booth quack of 3^ours 
goes too far ” 

‘‘ Alonso’s hard, yes, but he’s the real stuff You’d be over 
yonder now,” agreed Texido with a backwaid nod m the 
direction of the city, “ catchmg parachutist bugs on your chest 
m a Civil Governor’s dungeon, eh if it hadn’t been for him ” 

“ That’s so — that’s why I am here,” replied Vilanova curtly 
and Texido let the matter drop. Francis hastily took up a new 
line 

“ I see, oh, well — ^it’s none of my business — yet it is, damn 
It, it’s a business that belongs to us all Don’t you thiuK it’s 
time we chucked all this nonsense of carrymg guns Look 
here, chum, what’s the sense of it, haven’t we got enemies 


117 



LEAN MEN 


enough to face up to without quarrelling amongst ourselves 
Have we got to go on hke this for ever Tell me stiaight out, 
what do you thmk ” 

‘‘ We’ve got to have arms,” said Texido hesitantly, “ other- 
wise how shall we make a revolution ” 

‘‘ We’ll talk about that later, but you can’t make revolution 
with a few pistols, you must have the aimy behind you be- 
sides, this IS an example of what it leads to What about you, 
friend Vilanova ? Do you think we can beat our enemies that 
way "> ” 

“ I’ve never much thought about it that way,” muttered 
Vilanova “ You can’t malce revolution in Spain, you’ll 
never get the army ” 

“ Then you’re not a revolutionary, is that it ” 

“ Well, no — at least, I don’t know,” replied the youth, 
asserting himself ‘‘Anyway, I agree with you about this 
quarrelling among ourselves It’s a damn silly pastime ” 
Francis gathered from Vilanova’s bearing that he was 
heartily relieved, not only to be out of the affair without 
trouble with the police, but with no occasion for lasting burden 
of conscience He had evidently senously intended to shoot 
Texido and repentance had probably closely followed the miss 
There was an air of the idealist and dreamer about the youth, 
his high forehead and sensitive features suggested intelligence 
and his visit argued the possession of honourable impulses A 
case of headstrong indignation at what he thought to be 
intrusion on the part of the Murcian’s gang 

Shortly afterwards Texido had to leave Mar Street to go to 
the Cafe Reclus, where the group was meeting under Alonso’s 
presidency to advance their projects with regard to the Centre 
of Studies At Charmg’s mvitation, Vilanova readily ex- 
pressed interest and went with Texido to the cafe on the 
Paseo de Colon. 
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ASCENDANCY OF DON GUMERSIND TREPAT 

Charing’s letter to Guillermo Tiepat, mvitmg him to deliver 
the first lectuie at the Centre of Free Studies, had been an- 
swered by a cordial invitation to dmner at Trepat House for 
the following Sunday Guillermo had neither declined nor 
accepted the honour proffered him, but had merely paid a 
complimentary reference to it Somewhat before the con- 
ventional hour for such \isits, therefore, and beanng the son's 
letter in his pocket, Francis presented himself at the house m 
Cassadors Street The cathedral bell was announcing the 
consecration of the elements as he sti oiled up the gentle slope 
of Viiadecols Street , the dark canons of the old city were 
quiet save foi the chatter of children and the unimportant 
animation around the cave-like provision shops At one or 
two balconies only linen flutteied, the sound of busily plied 
crafts did not resound from the workshops which largely 
occupied the ground floors of those streets At the doors of 
many of those establishments the master craftsmen themselves 
were sitting or standing, conversing with fnends or reading 
the papers proper among silversmiths, barrel -makers, glass- 
blowers, basketweavers and the rest of the trades tnat still 
occupied their traditional quarters m the rapidly changing city 
Overhead, the topmost sahents of the roofs alone caught 
the sun A few plants had been placed upon the upper sills 
to profit by the gentle warmth of early spring 

The broad arched doorway of the smithy itself was open 
when Francis arrived at Trepat House, and he stepped over 
the threshold and peeied mto the gloom There appealed to 
be no one present, and so he advanced towards the foot of the 
stairs which he remembeied ascending from the dimly -lit well 
beyond the smithy As he did so, Don Gumersmd hastily 
emerged from the glass-walled cubicle, some three or four 
feet deep by six feet long, which he usually called “ the office ” 
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if not “ the offices ’’ When Don Gumersmd explained to an 
impatient or importunate customer or ci editor of the house 
that a drawing or account was ‘‘at present passing through 
the offices ” he meant by that, supposing it not to be a mere 
excuse, that it was mislaid somewhere or other inside that 
very confined jumble of papers in the glass -fionted cubicle, or 
forgotten in his drawer upstairs In moments of humorous 
expansion, never indulged in with his family, Sehor Trepat 
would confess, to fellow master craftsmen mostly, that he had 
a rather original and certamly inexpensive method of corre- 
spondence filing 

“ Now look at this,” he would say, picking up a sketch 
pasted on paclong paper and smudging the dust with his 
thumb or blowing it ofi* m a brown-black cloud “ Three 
months old, I should say Much dust, do you see And 
that, last week^s business, less dust, and this — this came m 
yesterday, of course no dust ” And Don Gumersmd would 
mdicate a few clean envelopes lying upon his blotter “ Simple, 
isn’t It The dust of the forge and the stockyard ” — indicating 
the over -filled patio m which the visitor was half standing, 
“ has Its disadvantages, Senora Trepat says it even gets into 
the cooking, but it has its advantages also ” And then Trepat 
would add in what he regarded as the limit of flippancy • 
“ One needs a httle practice, that’s all ” Don Gumersmd 
hastened forward to the vice bench where Francis had halted, 
and with some effusiveness and a suggestion of intimacy wel- 
comed his visitor, talang him by the upper arm and impelling 
him gently towards the street 

“ A very good day, sir,” he said, “ a very good day ah, 
you should not enter by the workshop door, that is for custo- 
mers and workpeople The dust, you know, and it’s a 

little gloomy One might knock one’s knees against the 

anvils or the tool boxes. Permit me, sir, this way ” Don 
Gumersmd piloted Francis to the side door that the smith’s 
digmty had squeezed in at one side of the-lowest floor, seized 
the wrought -iron knocker more hastily than was his wont, for 
It was his custom to show off the splendid workmanship to 
the honoured guest, and gave two resounding thumps It was 
like hammermg on an empty coffin, thought Francis, the 
varnished door was no bigger than a coffin lid At the knock 
they heard the clatter of a bucket 
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Don Gumeisind made a noise with his tongue against his 
teeth ‘‘ Caiamba,” he muttered petulantly 

They stood a moment and then as there was no reply, he 
gave two more prodigious thumps upon the door, releasing 
the knocker with the ill -proportioned gentleness of habit and 
a little upward flourish of the hand A shrill voice screamed 
up the stairs withm Dona Agata-a-a, he’s come already ” 
“ Car^wba and cara-a-a-amba,” fumed Trepat, turning his 
gaze down the street There was a slow shuffle of rope-soled 
shoes behind the door, and then the voice of an old and 
apparently angry woman 

“ There’s no key m the door I’ll go and fetch it ” 

Don Gumersmd’s temper rose above the expressive limits 
of carambas and exploded' with a violent tattoo upon the door 
‘‘ Animal ” he roared, keeping up a hail of blows 

“ M’Carven Deu,” exclaimed the only half subdued voice 
within when once the barrage had stopped, ‘‘ you’ve made me 
upset the bucket ” A trickle of water under the door was 
evidence of the fact There was a sound of slopping and swishing 
and then the rope-soled shoes shuffled up the stone stairs 
“ The servant, my wife’s servant,” explained Don Gumer- 
sing Francis felt that the explanation was intended to he in 
the addition In substitution for his customary speech about 
the doorknocker, the master smith waved feebly in the direc- 
tion of that object It was not certain whether the gesture 
was made m self-justification or by way of apology to the 
doorknocker. It suggested no disembarrassing line of con- 
versation, and Dom Gumersind could thmk of no more 
convincing thing to do than to shut his jaws flrmly once or 
twice, m a very beard -lifting manner 

Presently they heard the servant descending the stairs again, 
apparently in haste 

“ Now, sir,” said Don Gumersind, beaming, and they 
turned towards the door again The smith stepped an exag- 
gerated pace to one side There was to be no mistake about 
that narrow door “ Now, sir,” he repeated, waving with an 
upturned palm to somewhere about the stomach height of 
the corpse that ought properly to have been within 

There was suddenly an uncadaverous slap on the door from 
within which caused Francis, who was thinking of an appro- 
priate speech to make, to start slightly 
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‘‘ Caramba,"^ ejaculated Trepat What an animal ^ What 
is It now, fool/’ he shouted 

“ Doha Agata — your wife, says the key must be lost ” 

May Almighty God ^ ” Don Gumersmd’s beard 

rapped a tattoo upon his heavmg chest and his voice cracked 
With rage ^‘Animal, you stand there behind that door and 
tell me that Doha Agata — curse it, don’t I know she’s my 
Wife, yes, Sehora Agata Marsans de Trepat . Open the 
door, you ammal, I say ^ ” The smith seized the knocker ana 
threatened to split the varnished panel 

Both knocking and voice died away with unexpected sudden- 
ness, and then Trepat turned to Charing and said Well, 

sir, since I cannot get admission to my own house through 

my very own door,” and he shook one hand towards the 
coffin lid, “ let us go m by the smithy,” and he brandished 
the other in that direction, and rushed ahead and stamped 
up the stairs, leavmg Francis to follow him at a distance 
In the dining-room the whole of the family was gathered to 
welcome Chaimg The room was in some confusion, and 
he guessed tnat the reception had been staged for some other 
qaaiter Don Gumeismd had already disappeared Just as 
Francis was being introduced to Julia, who was a little inclined 
to treat him with overdone disdain, the master of the house 
strode in from an adjoining room 

“ There — 'theie f Precisely as I had thought,” he declared 
with an icy ili-humoui that seemed strangely at variance with 
his volcanic upioar below, “ precisely as I had thought,” the 
hissing sibilants bore a supercharge of venom, ‘‘ hanging upon 
its proper hook,” saying which he threw the missing key upon 
the table from which it would have slid had not Ricardo, the 
eldest son, clapped his hand upon it 

“ Carai » Father what’s this ” exclaimed the ’cellist 
The thing’s waim ^ ” 

The unfinished accusation, based perhaps on rather flimsy 
evidence, caused the father to subside into fiigid dignity, and 
Catarina the tail and angular servant to discharge two fieice 
and shuddering exhausts of “ Huy ’ Huy ^ ” 

Sefiora Trepat was evidently a little flustered by the un- 
towaid welcome her house was accoiding the visitor She 
Vv’shed to appeal for hei daughter Julia’s support, but the 
latter was carefully manoeuvring to get the window light upon 
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her best side and did not catch her mother's pleading 
glance. 

It was Guillermo who dissolved the tension 

“ Now, then,” he said bnskly, “ since you’ve all been mtio- 
duced and my sister Julia’s satisfied that you are worthy to 
rescue the youngest son and hope of the family from several 
years m a dungeon — let’s go and talk to the father in his den ” 
There was some feeble laughter at this which Guillermo took 
as assent 

Don Gumeismd had recovered something of his earlier 
graciousness when they went into the next room, and at once 
offered Francis a cigar and motioned to the cabinet of liqueurs 

“ You will take something, sir — a very good collection if 
I may say so, su — though I rarely take anything myself, ve^y 
rarely ” 

A little Kummel, then,” Chaimg ansvveied “ Or better, 
a vermouth if you have such a thing — a rather common thing 
I am afraid, but theie — it is my custom ” 

“ Of course, of course^'"' assented Trepat senior with rising 
accentuation “ It’s a custom with some — not a very styLsh 
drink as you say — but theie, I keep it for those who — no — I 
mean — why I usually take it myself — \\hen I do take anything, 
that IS,” he added hastily 

“ That’s right, father,” Guillermo remarked with cheeiful 
mclusiveness, as the master smith placea two bottles, one of 
Italian and the other of Fiench vermouth, on the table 

“ My friend heie, by the way, is extremely interested m the 
art of smithing, and indeed knows moie than a little about it 
— ^v/e’ve had some chance to discuss these matters before, you 
know . ” Don Gumersmd’s deep and solemn nod bent 
his beard in the middle 

“ So, so,” he condescended rather sadly “ I am very glad 
to hear it — peihaps you will think, sir, that we take an excessive 
pride m Trepat House ” 

“ Not at all, Sehor Trepat,” answeied Charing ‘ Don 
Guillermo here has told me much of your work ” And then 
guessing that a sententious remark would be more appropriate 
at this stage, continued “ No, pride in y^^ork, sir, is a great 
thing The world is sick and does not know the nature of its 
ailment The woild, sir, if I may venture the opinion, is sick 
to get at the tools ” 
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“Ah,” ejaculated the senior smith, “ you’ie a craftsman ” 
An engineer, sir, oi rather a very humble pi actitioner in 
steel ’’ 

Steel, h’m, well, yes ” Don Gumersmd pat his head a 
little on one side and pursed his lips 

‘‘A kindled metal, sir, but no substitute for iron, I am 
aware ” 

“ No substitute at all, sir,” Don Gumersmd was very firm 
With steel he rapped the table with his knuckles about it 
Don Francisco was telling me about a matter of his formei 
practice, father,” interposed Guillermo, ‘‘ something that will 
probably interest you, for it is outside of our experience, 
I think ” 

“Yes'?” That mtiepid bracketing of experience was 
rebutted by the tone of the one word 

“ He was telling me that it is leally more economical and a 
sounder proposition to make laige crane hooks of iron rather 
than of steel, provided a little extra size can be allowed ” 

“ Of course, of course,” Iiepat senior afhimed The ideal 
large crane hooks could only be expressed in iron There 
was a slight pause, and then Francis continued 

“ The case is, sir, that an iron hook can be reset by the 
smith in the event of an excessive strain pulling it out of shape 
It will then be as strong as upon originally leaving the forge 
A steel hook will sustain a greater load, no doubt, but once 
strained out of shape, it is useless to put it on the anvil A 
steel hook reset has lost much of its original strength and will 
surely be a disappomtment That, at least, has been my 
experience ” 

“ Thank you, sir ” There was warmth in Don Gumersmd’s 
reply “ I am glad that the English practice has a similar 
opinion — an advanced nation, Guillermo, a pfogress^ive nation 
I thank you, Sehor Charmg, for a veiy useful obseivation 
Very useful indeed ” Don Gumersmd was evidently now m 
a generous mood “ Of course, sir, steel has its uses ” 

“ It very definitely has,” Fiancis agreed , “ budges, ships, 

rails ” tie was about to add “ building stiuctures ” when 

the smith interrupted him 

“ Of course, Sir, it must not be thought that Trepat House 
IS — ei — incapable of handling steel should the necessity ever 
aiise , precisely the opposite is tiue, is it not, Guillermo ? ” 
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“ Oh, very ” 

‘‘ As my son says, very true, sir I am reminded of a foimer 
Tiepat, Master Juan Francisco Trepat y 
‘‘ Gutierrez,” prompted the son 

“ Master Juan lived at the beginning of the last century, a 
veiy recent member of our family, if I may say so, sir An 
excellent craftsman, though a coirupt age for the ait of smithing. 
Master Joan himself was also a clockmaker ” 

‘‘ And also designer of parks to the Crown,” added Guil- 
lermo slyly 

“Yes, yes, boy Now clocks are all very well, indeed I have 
nothing to say against that branch of artificers hip, the clock is 
a very respectable engine, machine, contrivance or what not, 
but I do not hold with infidelity to one’s legitimate craft, it is, 
sir, a form of intellectual bigamy ” 

“ Trigamy, father. Master Juan ” 

“ Trigamy, there’s no such w^ord ’ The speech of the 
younger generaiion is as corrupt as modern craftsmanship. 
Well, now. Master Juan was one day m the royal palace of 
Ferdinand the Seventh when Dona Amaha, wife of that 
monarch, remarked to him that it was a great shame to the 
country that Spain possessed no aitificers capable of makmg 
such fine needles as the English, from whom and at gieat 
delay and inconvenience she used to buy hers ‘ Permit me 
to examine one of these foreign needles. Madam,’ said Master 
Juan ” Don Gumersmd inclined his head respectfully as 
he spoke “ He took that example of foreign workmanship 
away and leturned to the palace the folio wmg morning and 
asked ” 

“ Craved audience of the queen, father ” 

Asked an audience of the queen ‘ I have brought you a 
specimen of Spanish craftsmanship, madam,’ said Master 
Juan ” Trepat bowed again to the departed lady “ ‘ This 
IS the English needle, and this the one I have made foi you ’ 
The queen took the needles and examined them and after a 
few moments replied ‘ But my dear sir, your needle is even 
finer than the English one * ’ ” 

“ That was greatly to his credit, senor,” murmured Francis 
“ Hah f that was nothing, sir,” leplied Don Gumersmd, 
drawing himself up with dignity “ When the queen had 
finished praising the needle. Master Juan said to her ‘ Permit 


125 



LEAN MEN 


me to disabuse you. Madam , that which you are holding 
IS nothing more than the needle case Full it by each end and 
It will open Within you will find the needle Your Majesty 
desires ’ Well, sir, such was the fact Master Juan Francisco 
Trepat may have been a park director or what not, but he was 
also a very fair craftsman, you will admit that, no doubt, 
senor 

Certainly,” replied Francis, glad to find something to say 

By the time dinner was announced, fiigidity had disappeared 
between Francis and the master smith , the latter even wished 
to rearrange the table so that the visitor might sit next to him, 
when he found that the additional chair had been placed beside 
that of Julia Senora Trepat diffidently overruled her husband, 
however, and her daughter graciously made her consent evident. 

“ Now then, let us eat,” said Don Gumersmd, drawing his 
napkin from its ring with a large amplitude of motion and 
tucking It round his neck “ Let us eat, though I am sorry 
to say that my days at the table are over, my doctor is emphatic 
about that, whatever else he may think ” Catarina the servant 
emitted a gentle “ Fluy ” as she filled Senor Trepat’s bowl 
with soup Either she had a sceptical view of doctors or a 
riCh belief in the curative properties of soup The master of 
the house fi owned slightly at her emphatic sigh, but did not 
protest m act or woid 

Having served the diners Catarina ladled out a swimming 
portion and, apparently addiessmg the soup before her, 
mumbled gruffly, With your permission, thank you,” and 
sat down suddenly as if she had been preventing the escape 
from her chair of some absconding creature, and bent ovei hei 
soup This performance she repeated after serving every 
course, indeed every movement of Catarina’s was sudden and 
forceful, not clumsy and unpremeditated, but simply econo- 
mical of adjustment She seemed strangely like the iron they 
had been discussing, or like the design of a good gate (Don 
Gumersmd had explained the Foronda gates pietly fully), 
she was ail tlirust and direction, with little of scrollwork and 
flourishes m her movement It was difficult to believe that 
her massive bones could be capable of anything but coupling - 
rod and piston-like movements, until after dinner Francis 
observ^ed that apparently by habit she threaded the needles for 
Senora Trepat Mistress and servant could bo well summed 
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up by their respective manners of sitting down m a chair, as 
indeed can all men With Catarma there was a sudden or at 
least precise decision to be seated, a prompt thrustmg out of 
the part of the body concerned, immediately followed by a 
decisive clapping of that part upon the startled chair Francis 
got the impression that the chair ought to have been startled 

With Sehora Trepat the matter was far otherwise , in the 
first place there was no decision None of Dona Agata’s 
movements proceeded from decisions , her whole nature was 
strangely out of harmony with the hard angular outlme of her 
name Agata Resolution and conscious control of behaviour 
were things to be economized, and a movement begun for one 
purpose might easily drift mto the execution of another In 
this respect Sefiora Trepat reminded Francis of a cat, especially 
of an emasculated tom , such a cat, sitting upon a wmdowsili, 
for instance, will lazily decide to descend to the floor It will 
then lazily stretch down its forepaws and feel for the wall to 
begm its sprmg The stretching movement being delicious, 
causes the cat to yawn and sxretch itself the more, after which, 
the delicious sensation havmg satisfied it, it recollects itself 
and settles down to more sleep upon the wmdowsiU So 
With Senora Trepat 

At the third course she had timidly begun to converse with 
Francis, about matters w^hich by long experience she knew led 
round to the Church, especially the church of Saints Pastor 
and Just She had been describing the agonizing exquisiteness 
of a crucified Christ that stood behind one of the altars in that 
church, when, putting down her fork, she had proceeded to 
demonstrate the artistic glories of the crown or halo that the 
crucifix bore 

It is made of gold — at least, yes, it will be gold,” she had 
said, and out of it the rays of light shoot out all around, so,” 
and she had begun to produce mvisibie little hoi ns or pencils 
fiom her padded hair “ They are made of thin rods like . . 

like ” the effort of searching fc^ simile had seemed excessive 
and her origmal intention had died out The comparatively 
bnsk production of horns had hngered on, however, and at 
last Senora Trepat’s hand had hung almost motionless above 
her pads, rather like a podgy-necked swan The hand being 
already up there, it was natural that it should respond to an 
adjacent stimulus, and so it began a gentle but accelerating 
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scratching of the top of Doha Agata’s head It was definitely 
the hand that began the scratching, at first qnietly rootling 
among the pads and then more vigorously, but still with one 
finger, scratching It might have developed a considerable 
activity had not the mother caught Julia’s frown, whereupon 
she described a few confused circles round her head and then 
pulled the hand down Her manner of seatmg herself was 
much the same, and would be followed by a long and henlike 
adjustment of hei fluffy, or at least veiy malleable person, 
until at last Dona Agata seemed to sit up out of her bundled 
petticoats like a doll placed in a chair 

Senora Trepat’s intervention had been the longest speech 
until then, but as Catarina was serving the mastei smith with 
a pigeon Guillermo broached the matter of the lecture at the 
new Centre 

As I have already told you, father, my friend has requested 
me to give a lecture at the rooms of the society m which he is 
interested ” 

Don Gumersmd nodded through a wing 
“ He suggests that the theme should be the history 
and practice of smithing in Europe, or at least in 
Spam ” 

“ Perhaps Don Guillermo . . ” 

“ Oh, no, Guillermo hete^ Guillermo, Senor Charing,” 
simpered Senora Trepat Julia wriggled in her seat 

“ Perhaps Guillermo will permit me to explam then You 
may perhaps wonder, sir, why I should have suggested this 
to your son ” 

“ It IS to be an industrial school, eh ” asked Don Gumersmd, 
putting the bone down deliberately “ Yes, yes, I understand,” 
he answered himself. “ The City Council mvited me to lecture 
at one of the schools, in fact ” 

“ Yes, but that was to be a class, for apprentices, Gumersmd,” 
interposed Seonra Trepat, “ not a lecture hke this ” 

“Yes, yes, woman, quite so — but still, a very similar pro- 
position, sir Of course I hadn’t the time at my disposal, they 
ought to have known that, besides — well, frankly, sir, I do not 
approve of the present City Council, mere puppets of the 
Dictatorship I am no politician J do not meddle with such 
thmgs, the craft will not permit me, you understand — but I 
io not think a liberal — all my life a liberal, sir, should condone 
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these interferences with the city’s dignity. No, sir, the Guild 
of Master Smiths has unanimously protested ” 

“ In private session,” whispered Ricardo, who was sitting 
upon Charmg’s other hand 

Unanimously ” Don Gumersmd’s beard struggled to 
escape from beneath the napkm like an imprisoned bird 

“ But still, sir, It would have been very beneficial for the 
craft m general,” Francis persisted “ The preservation of 
legitimate technique is certainly desirable ” 

Yes, yes ” The smith put his head a little on one side to 
consider his leply “ But still — the conscience is a thing to be 
followed unswervingly, in politics as m the handling of iron ” 
The epigram had a stiffening effect and Don Gumersind’s 
head shot upright “ I told them that I was too busy, and the 
Marquis of Foronda himself wrote regretting my decision I 
still have his letter somewhere m the offices, I think I ha\e, 
haven’t I, Agata ^ ” It was natural that Senora Trepat, in- 
variably testily shoo’d from the “ offices,” should know just 
where that letter was 

“ Of course, Gumersind, you have it m the upstairs bureau, 
I think ” 

Ah yes, of course ^ ” Trepat suddenly remembered 
Catarma, fetch me the Marquis of Foronda’s letter ” The 
servant stumped mto the adjoming room with one of those 
prodigious excoriations of her throat which served her as a 
sigh “ It is m a laige blue envelope with his crest upon it,” 
shouted the smith 

Catarina returned promptly with the letter and laid it silently 
beside her employer’s plate, and then thudded into her chair 
and attacked her pigeon with added vigour. The Trepats 
served whole pigeons upon such occasions, though as the head 
of the family had remarked, it was only an old custom, for he 
personally could not be expected to eat a whole pigeon He 
had already left a little of the expensive preserved trout as proof 
that he could not be expected to consume two whole fish 
Don Gumersind took out the letter, searched for, cleaned 
and adjusted his spectacles, and began “ Very respected 
sir . ” Lookmg over the letter at Francis he said, “ But 
there, Senor Charmg, you will not wish to hear what the Marquis 
of Foronda has to say, I am sure, no, no, of coarse not Perhaps 
you would like to read it yourself however ” 
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Francis took the letter, accoramg to the ritual, and after 
reading leturned it “ But still — your ^ House’s influence 
would have been valuable, Sefior Trepat,” he remarked 

Trepat spread his hands and philosophically shrugged his 
shoulders for reply 

“ Heh,” grunted Catarma Enrique the foreman takes 
the class instead ” 

Ricardo’s shoulders shook a httle 

“ You invited my son to lecture, then, Sefior Charing I 
must say I am pleased, as I am sure your society will be also,” 
continued the father, ignoring his elder son’s pointed mirth 
‘‘ My son — ^well — ^naturally m one so young one would not 
expect to find a complete mastery of the practice — but on the 
historical side he is really strong Do you know, sir, we’ve 
collected something like twelve hundred photographs of notable 
pieces of work during the last eight years That is to say my 
son has collected them — some of them we bought from my friend 
Mas, but the others, ah, the hours of labour ’ ” The master 
smith shook his head m recollection “ Mind you, sir, I am 
no believer in this modern photo-plate school of craft, that’s 
what is wrong with our schools of art to-day, or rather was 
wrong until recently when they got a decent smith for teacher , 
too much copying and study of photo -plates I encourage a 
historical sense m my son, that is why we have made this 
collection ” 

“ Have you a photograph of the grille of the royal chapel m 
Granada ” asked Francis m some doubt as to whether the 
work should be admired 

“ The teja Master Bartolome made for the tomb of Ferdinand 
and Isabella ’ We went to Granada specially to see it A 
great smith, Master Bartolome, but I don’t like his principal 
columns m that piece of work, sir, I know they would ha\e 
been very large to put over the anvil, but still, the idea of fixmg 
metal plates to a wooden upright does not appeal to me If 
a design needs such deceits it is a bad design , but there, the 
whole of the Renaissance work rapidly becomes too ornate for 
really sound taste, the latter woik of Master Juan Frances 
for instance, or Master Hiiano who made that Golden Staircase 
m Burgos Cathedral Golden Staircase indeed ^ Those 
spindles might have been whittled out on a lathe, no wonder 
they gilded them f ” 
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You do not approve of gilding or painting iron, sir ^ 

“ No, senor, I do not The surface of well wrought iron is 
as beautiful as the skin of the loveliest woman who ever re- 
frained from daubing it up To covei it within even the finest 
dilution of pamt is sheer vandalism One may permit the 
painting on of armorial bearings, of course ” 

“ Do you do that here as well, senor I suppose Don 
Guillermo . ” 

“ Good lord, no, sir,” ejaculated Trepat senior ‘‘ That’ s 
image painter’s work ’ I have been researching for yeais to 
recover the lost art of makmg iron immune to the attacks of 
rust and conosion ” 

“ Is there no record of it then, senor ^ ” 

“ It IS not our custom, to commit our technique to books ^ 
yes, I suspect the late seventeenth century lost us that ait 
Think of It, sir, there used to be a balcony of that penod m 
this city painted blue ^ It was a common practice at that time, 
I wonder they didn’t tie pretty ribbons round their work or 
bang little bells on it Ah, sir, the history of smithing is the 
history of the nation First punty and ngoni — do you know 
that the Catalans invented the modem smelting furnace"^ 
then wealth and invention, say fiom ad 1500 to 1520, then 
opulence, then extravagance, say to the last quarter of that 
century Then poverty and decline, and soon after well, 
sir, the modern smith of conscience is left with a hard task, 
I assure you ” 

“ I say, permit me to make a suggestion,” exclaimed Francis* 
“ An idea for you, Don Guillermo ’ ” 

.. Yes ” 

“ Why not write the history cf smithing A book, I mean* 
Doesn’t that strike you as a fine piece of work ^ Senor Trepat, 
I’m sure you will persuade your son to take up the idea For 
my part I should love to read such a book ” 

“ Calomarde,” began Guillermo, “ he’s the proper 
authority ” 

“ Cal-o-mar-de,” snorted Don Gumersmd “ Cal-o-mar- 
de ^ An artist, a writer, a professor — a university talker — a 
what“do -you -call it*^ What is it, Guillermo'^ Yes, a dilet- 
tante, that’s what Calomarde is The man couldn’t handle a 
hammer or draw clean heat to save his life ^ ” 

“ Perhaps so,” Francis agreed hesitantly That is what 
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T really had m mmd Your son possesses both the practical 
attainments and ’’ he let a wave of the hand complete 
the sentence The father was qualificatory 

“Yes, yes — perhaps — Guillermo has done some handsome 
work — at one time ” 

“ My idea was not so much to suggest a general tieatise on 
smithing but the history of a smithy This particular smithy, 
Tiepat House, I suppose that would be possible Your 
son has told me that your business is a very old one ” 

“ Very old/’ assented Don Gumersmd with dignity, watch- 
ing the helping of meat Cataxma was placing before him “ A 
Trepat made the first guile of the chapel of Santa Lucia in the 
cathedral cloisters here, the veiy best late fifteenth century 
work it must have been, but the chaptei sold it as mere sciap 
iron about fifty years ago A veiy old house, sehor ” 

“ Well now, what do you say, Guilleimo ” Charing turned 
to the younger son “ ‘ The History of a Famous Smithy. 
Trepat House,’ by Senoi GuiIIeimo Tiepat y ” 

“ Marsans, ’ added Schora Tfepat with soft pride 
“ It should be easy for you, you have the literary training 
and the practicaJ knowledge, you know good work from bad, 
here is the smithy Your fathei will doubtless have the 
necessai}^ papers filed m the offices ” 

Don Gumersmd put down his fork with a sharp click, the 
son’s face assumed an uneasy expression 

“ Yes— well ” stammeied Guillermo, “ of course it 

would be an interesting subject, but ” 

“ I am afraid Senor Charing misestimates the degree of 
interest that the unenlightened Spamsh public would take m 
such a book,” said Trepat senior with unregretfiil coldness 
“ Not at all, sir, such a book might have a limited sale, that 
IS m the nature of the case, but among the artistic public, and 
Catalyuna is rich m artists, among the historically inclined also, 
and not least among your clients, Senor Trepat, the history of 
your house would be sure to find welcome Besides, does it 
matter, within certain limits, of course, whether the book has 
a great sale or not Could not some publisher sufficiently 
generous be fouijd to issue the work without such hopes ” 
“Pass the salt, Catarina, please,” faltered Senora Trepat. 
Her husband was gazing steadily ovei the servant’s head As 
she looked up, he looked down with see-saw simultaneity. 
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A difficult interval succeeded Francis searched about for 
some other theme remote from smithing, sensing that some- 
how or othei he had caused the embarrassment. 

‘‘ I had the good fortune to hear Pablo Casals lecently, Don 
Ricardo/’ he eventually said, turmng to the ’cellist “ In 
London, befof'e I left I suppose you have heard him ” 

“ Ricardo has studied with Pablo Casals ” Dona Agata 
sighed faintly as she spoke Don Gumersmd busied himself 
With his plate 

“ You did ” It was the first generally audible remaik the 
eldest son had made “ I sav, that’s good They say he plays 
often in London Is that so My mother exaggerates, I am 
afraid Casals has gi\en me an audition and^adv ice, ceitamly, 
but that IS all ” 

“ Oh, often I have heard him several times Caspar 
Cassado also,” replied Chaiing, avoiding comment on Ricardo’s 
explanation 

‘‘ Do you mean it I say — do you hear that Catanna, Julia 

— Caspar Cassado has recently played m London ” 

“ Not recently, Don Ricardo, some years ago m the case ot 
Cassado ” 

“ He’s studied with that Cassado as well,” barked Catarina 
“ Don Caspar is a friend of Ricardo’s, you might say ” 

“ Cassado was my teacher,” Ricaido almost whispered the 
W'ords 

“ Are you also mteiested m music, senonta ” asked Fiancis 
politely of the servant 

“ Heh ’ they call me Catanna m this house ” The xeply 
was not helpful and Charing turned to the ’cellist again The 
old servant was evidently privileged, for no one rebuked her, 
though Don Gumersmd did mdeed deliberatei> lay down the 
fork wath which he was making the most of the admirable 
sauce the meat had been dressed with 

“ It IS strange — remarkable that your countiy should 
produce two such eminent ’cellists as Casals and Cassado , 
would it be too much to ask you to play after dinner, Don 
Ricardo ’ 

Ricardo, I think, would be better, Senor Charing — ^we 
would like you to consider yourself a friend of the house Is 
that not so, Julia ” 

Julia’s reply was evidently assent Don Gumersmd looked 
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up at Charmg but otherwise made no concession to the con- 
tmued presence of his family 

‘‘ I think not, sir,” replied the eldest son with a flushed 
face. “ To be precise, I have no instrument m the house I 
play at I play the instrument professionally, Guillermo 
will have told you, and I do not nowadays bring it home ” 
Ricardo’s face had steadily deepened in colour 

“ Ah, I see— I should have very much liked to have pei - 
suaded >ou I am not a musician, of course, nothing more 
than a mere amateur, and that of appreciation I have un- 
fortunately had little chance of such attainments ” 

Of course,” interposed Julia, with a startlingly animatory 
effect on everyone “ Engineers have no time for such things 
— they have to study continually ” Julia’s intervention gave 
the impression that the door had been slammed on an un- 
pleasant departing visitor Sehora Trepat sighed with relief 
Don Gumersind’s grim expression did not relax 

Catarma began to lay clean plates before them, and then 
placed a large bowl of endive and several small dishes of salad 
stuffs in the centre of the table Don Gumersind leaned for- 
ward slightly and glared at the endive while Sehora Trepat 
and Julia chatted lightly with Francis The daughter’s ven- 
turesome remark seemed to have dispelled her nervous frigidity, 
and she began to talk quietly to Charing and Guillermo, while 
her brother frowned melodiamatically and brandished the 
boxwood salad fork 

“ Woman ^ What’s this ^ ” suddenly burst out Don Gumer- 
sind, throwing his fork down with a clatter 

“ What do you mean, Gumersind — it’s good endive ” 
There was a tiny trace of assertion m Doha Agata’s voice 
‘‘ Look at it, look at it, I say ” 

Catarina went over to Trepat’s chair, picked up the offending 
plate of endive, sniffed it, peered into it, turned it over with 
her fingers and then wipmg her hand upon the apron which 
she still wore, planked the dish down again m front of the master 
of the house This done, she stalked back to her chair and 
clapped herself upon it in a way that would have broken a 
beast’s back “ There’s nothmg m the salad,” she snapped 
“ But woman ^ Look at it ” Don Gumeisind’s voice 
trembled with suppiessed anger, he shook his upturned hand 
over the plate ‘‘ Vinegar » Vmegar ^ ” he expostulated and. 
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looked round the table with impiormg indignation “ Don’t 
you ever consider the state of my stomach, woman ^ Don’t 
you ever inteiest yourself in your employer’s health To 
think that I cannot have my wishes — my doctor’s oiders — 
attended to m my own house ^ Agata, haven’t I told you a 
thousand times, I — will — not — take — vinegar ^ Vinegar ^ ” 

Catarina had taken the plate to the kitchen, they heard her 
expel a tremendous Huy ” as she washed the endive The 
master smith had not foreseen the interval and found it some- 
what difficult to preserve dignity through the silence which 
followed He solemnly began to eat the salad when the 
servant had once more placed it before him 

After desert and over his coffee and rum Sehor Trepat again 
grew affable, and apropos of one of Charing’s remarks about 
the sea journey to Barcelona, began to relate some of his ex- 
periences in travelling about the Catalan piovinces durmg the 
latter years of his smithy’s growmg fame The talk passed into 
an anecdotal humour, and somewhat inconsequentially Don 
Gumersind began a story about a little jobber and earner in 
one of the towns he had visited The parish priest had publicly 
censured the jobber for flagrant breach of Sunday observance. 
He had not been to Mass for years and had recently begun to 
dnve about the town on Sunday mornings Not only does he 
sin himself, but he makes the poor beast incur God’s displeasure 
also, the priest had concluded 

“ And so do you see — ^ah — well, next Sunday morning this 
jobber, an anticlerical of course,” Senor Trepat was making a 
public speech rather than telling a story, it seemed to Francis. 
He might have been reading a finance bill — and something 
of a humorist — a httle inclmed to — perhaps impertinence — 
appeared in the streets draggmg the cart himself In the 
shafts, you know ” This was one of Trepat’s favourite stories 
— It had the great merit of bemg adaptable to a variety of 
compames Among good catholics it easily became a con- 
temptuous satire on the puerile idiocy of atheists, among radicals, 
by dmt of a smile more or less restramed according to the 
degree of radicahty of his audience, it served as a broad-minded 
jest at the expense of pnests Francis was finding it difficult 
to appear pleased by the story when Catarma sj^e ^ 

He was a jolbber m ipy town, -Tcnt’^I^s^^IIvIaxipnlia 
by name He put a card up m the trap^sayteg dJnkey 
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IS resting By Order of the Donkey Doctor (The Cura)” 
Sehor Trepat’s face expressed annoyance that the servani 
should disclose the source of the story, and then, relaxing, he 
announced with an important air ** 

Speaking of Torrellas, I think I can give you an important 
piece of news Very important, my dear,” with a slight tilting 
of the head sideways towards Sehora Trepat “ I think it will 
interest you also, Guillermo, though I had intended to ask 
you to come down to the office later ” Trepat slowly took a 
letter from his inner breast pocket and tapped it with his 
finger tips “ I have to-day received confirmation of a most 
important contiact — quite the largest contract for smithing 
ever given to one forge in modem times, I should think The 
Collegiate Church at Torrellas is to have a new screen and 
chancel gates of wrought iron, and all the other pieces are to 
be replaced by iron work in conformity with the style of the 
screen and chancel gates There will be many pieces in the 
cloister The Duke of Lenda, who has several estates near 
Torrellas, is advancing the greater part of the money to the 
Chapter of the Church This, Guillermo, will be our greatest 
engagement, I’m sure. I shall have to consult you, my son, 
later of course, in the office ” Trepat blew a cloud of cigar 
smoke towards the ceiling and looked round with evident 
excitement 

Jesus,” exclaimed Catarina “ The Church of Our Lady 
at Torrellas, Sefior Trepat ? ” 

‘‘ The Collegiate Church, a complete substitution of all 
interior ironwoik ” Guillermo’s face revealed excitement also, 
though he maintained silence Catarina immediately began a 
rapd description of the Church to Dona Agata, assented to by 
repeated nods from that lady, and then Don Gumersmd 
coiighed preludiaUy and, looking round with an air of indul- 
gence, said “ And as I shall have occasion to visit Torrellas 
this week for several days — I piopose to ask my wife and 
daughter to accompany me ” 

Gumersmd ^ whatever are you saying ^ ” exclaimed his 

Wife 

“ Papa ^ ” whispered Juha, wide-eyed 
Hammers » Why not I should have thought you would 
have liked to accompany me” Trepat adopted an mjured 
tone that really was intended to suggest that it was quite a 
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normal thing to invite the women to take a short holiday. 
‘‘ I wish it might have been the summer, of course — ^you can’t 
be choosers in business ” 

“ But, Papa, do you really mean you are going to take us 
with you ” Julia cried “ Mama and me ” The daughter 
jumped up noisily from her seat and scuttled round the table 
in excitement “ Papa ^ ” she cried and advanced her hands 
towards Don Gumersind’s digmfied head as if about to 
caress it. 

It was Don Gumersind’s turn to grow wide-eyed “But 
what is all this fuss about, woman ^ Hammers and cold setts ^ 
why shouldn't you come with me ” saying which he slightly 
tilted his left cheek in the direction of his daughter Julia 
dropped her hands slowly and placed her hps m contact with 
her father’s side-whiskers The kiss was dutiful and a httle 
awed, it suggested a reverent under -clerk’s timid application of 
a rubber stamp to a State document Flushing shghtly, she 
leturned to her chair and remained silent for the remainder 
of the ceremony 

“ If Guillermo can find time,” continued Trepat senior, 
“ I should like him to run up also to have a look over the 
church with me We could discuss one or two ideas I’ve 
provisionally considered, eh ” 

“ Yes, of course, if you hke, father,” the son replied rather 
quietly 

“ WeU then, it’s agieed, Tuesday We’ll leave by the 
earliest train, I think That will giv^e you time, my dear'’” 
Dona Agata was looking a little dismayed 

“ But Gumersmd 

“ Will It or won’t it, Agata ^ ” 

** Yes, Gumersmd ” 

“You’ll be going to Toriellas on Tuesday, Don Gumer- 
sind ^ ” asked Catarina with rismg infiection, putting her large 
hands on the edge of the table and lifting her thick mascuhne 
eyebrows 

“ Why, yes, woman, on Tuesday And since there will be 
four of us, I think that you had better come with us Dona 
Agata Will probably be glad of your help, is that so, dear ” 

“ Why, yes, Gumersmd. I really thought you meant me to 
go all that way witnout Catarina ” Senora Trepat was agitated 
with the extent of her relief, while the servant’s grey and 
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toughened face glowed a little with a gratitude that struggled 
to achieve visibility 

“ Thanks,” she ejaculated at last, explosively 
“ For nothing, woman, for nothing,” answered the smith 
with mock testmess 

“And you, Ricardo, what will you do ” Sehoia Trepat 
timidly inquired “ Perhaps you would leave a little m the 
house, Catarina — or you could go out to a lestaurant ” 

“ Ca,” interjected Catanna “ 111 get someone to come m 
and cook Ricardo’s meals, if you like, Doha Agata I can find 
someone of confidence Restaurants ^ Good gracious me, 
what is the poor lad to suffer next, I wonder ” 

“ Very well, Catarina, just as you wish Will that be all 
right, son ^ ” Ricardo’s assent was barely heard 

Shoitly afterwards they rose fiom the table, and Sehor 
Trepat, Francis and Guillermo went down to look over the 
smithy and one or two pieces of work Then, when Sehora 
Trepat with unusual intrepidity had vetoed her husband’s 
proposal to take the visitor up to the roof to examine the 
weatheivane, Francis respectfully suggested that he must be 
going Guillermo at once declared his intention of taking a 
walk with Francis, and accordingly having lit another of Don 
Gumeismd’s cigars he was ushered down the narrow stairs 
which descended from the Trepat’s private “ reading-room ” 
The family were forced to emerge on to the street to pay their 
parting compliments, for there was no hall at the foot of the 
stairs, the door opening directly on to the first step Don 
Gumersmd was especially cordial, and invited Francis to call 
whenever he felt inclined Juha had readopted a httle of her 
former disdam, but nevertheless repeated her father’s request 
Not once had the circumstances of his first meeting with 
Guilleimo been mentioned Practical pohtics were evidently 
taboo with the Trejiats 

During the walk, which lasted until the time for aperitifs 
arrived, Guillermo consented to address the Centre for Free 
Studies upon the occasion of its first meeting He added that 
Don Gumersmd would also no doubt hke to be present, and 
Francis gladly extended the invitation to the father* 
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CENTRE OF FREE STUDIES 

Despite the hard work with the trade union factions he had 
put in duiing the fortnight since the inauguration of the Centre 
of Free Studies, Francis had become very depressed and at 
times afflicted with an intense melancholy that needed the 
sharpest effort of will to dismiss In part he knew it had been 
caused by the receipt of a postcard from Lydia, written from 
Pans, in which city she said she would be staying for a week. 
He remembered that she had told him of a recital she was 
giving at the Salle Pleyel ; he supposed that was the reason for 
her visit, though the fact that she used Blanche Perron’s 
address on Poissonieres suggested she had pohtical business 
also Somehow or other the fact that Pans lay on the route 
to Baicelona, and that she was indeed only little more than a 
day’s jouiney away from him, had aroused, not expectation 
nor even hope, but a weak toying with the thought cf her 
visiting him Once or twice during the early part of that 
week he had felt a sudden flush of excitement as he had enter- 
tained the fantastic idea of dashing up to Pans himself It 
was not only the press of work that prevented him from going 
He knew that the encounter might leave him with the physical 
peace that was slowly ebbmg away, but it would be unfair to 
Elizabeth, though quite why he could not, nor even tried to 
define Also, she would be sure to be occupied with her 
practice, she would be doubly imperious, She would want 
to limit him to fixed times, to precise appomtments, and would 
be as likely to turn him from the door as to welcome him 
should he obey impulse and visit her at any other than the 
agreed hour A recital always made her impossibly ill-tempered 
The success that had attended his first real efforts to get the 
water-logged revolutionary movement under way had provided 
a strong medicine, however, and the week had passed by 
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without folly on his part Lydia’s brief letter from London 
upon her return to England had confimied his tardy guess 
that her card was in reahty an invitation to visit her m Pans 
She had enclosed the programmes of two recitals she had 
given, one at the Pie>el and the other at a hall with which he 
was not acquainted At the first she had played a group of 
PiOkofieff pieces, the Seventh Sonata of Scriabm, a Chopin 
group composed of the Waltzes and Etudes, and finally the 
Ninth Sonata of Mozart ^ The piogiamme had an unpleasant 
fla\oui to Francis Prokofiefif, yes — that hard, dry crackling 
bnlliance she knew so well to extract from the piano, wmild 
suit the iionic caprices of that composer But would she have 
played a Ple^el instrument Its fluty clinging tone would 
have been useless for the music Hence the Chopin he sup- 
posed The Seventh of Scnabin, also Its bittei first subject 
she had made entirely convincing when she had first taken 
the work up The huge spreading out of the development 

foudroyant ” w^ould give her that chance of iidmg o\er a 
storm of challenging sound which so pleased her He had never 
heard another pianist lend so much authenticity to Scriabm as 
Lydia It was her immense fund of sexual energy, he had 
thought, which inclined her toward that rather unwholesome 
composer 

But the Mozart ^ Had it been an invitation to him In 
that case she would have sent him the programme beforehand 
She certainly had nevei included a Mozait item in her reper- 
toire before, not even when her agent had suggested a concerto 
Pei haps he had made an impression on her with his constant 
insistence that the touchstone of style and taste would be found 
m Mozart and in the scherzos of the Beethoven symphonies 
At the other recital she had given a work of Bartok , it was 
hearing him m Budapest that had made her discard even more 
delicacy and roundness of tone m favour of a percussive 
brilliance , some Ravel and then the whole of the Goyescas ” 
of Granados He wondered whether she would evei learn to 
catch the poetry of that marvellous music he had heard 
her rehearsing it m November She had seemed to be search- 
ing for the Andalusian idiom all the w'hiie This would be, 
of course, her compensation for the forbidden “ Noches.” 
The dignity and puritan seventy of that music beneath its 
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superficially florid texture, essentially Castilian, had evaded 
her then And then, to complete the programme she had 
given the Chopin B Fiat Minor Sonata (What a worker the 
girl was ^ He had seen announcements of her English recitals 
m a copy of the Daily Telegraph She must have shut herself 
up With the scores these last months ) He knew that Chopin 
of hers She had indeed taken the work at his suggestion 
She played the trio of the Funeral Maich like a trumpet solo , 
there v^as none of that sideways crawling legato about it which 
had made that composer’s music so antipathetic to him With 
Chopm she went to the extieme, nevertheless He had been 
flittered by the inclusion of the Mozait, but nevertheless lie 
hid misgivings It was asking for too great an acrobatic 
ag lity of taste from her audience to expect them to enjoy both 
Prokofieff and Mozart What erroi on the part of her agent 
and adviser could have permitted this 

The lettei had not had such distuibmg results as it might 
have had, for it had been received on the mght of Guillermo’s 
lecture at the Centre 

Everything connected with the new Society had been 
hugely successful They had obtained a thiee months’ lease 
of rooms above a gioup of shops m one corner of the Plaza 
Real, that Royal Square beneath whose palms the advanced 
workers ironically met at mght to discuss the coming revolution 
and to dream of rising against Capital The provisional com- 
mittee had by habit met in that traditional square, empty by 
day save for children and aged loiterers, or foreign tourists 
attracted by a glimpse of it as they strolled down the Rambla 
del Centro, but which at early dusk sees collect the earnest 
gioups of cotton -clothed, white -vested and canvas -shod 
enthusiasts of anarchist doctrine, eager to dispute and elabo- 
rate their various revoJuUonary theses In that Royal Square 
in the niches of whose massive colonnades poverty-stricken 
woikers slept by mght, m winter wrapped m newspaper bills, 
or half-naked m summer, the provisional committee had 
been safe from police disturbance Only the most intrepid 
spies and confidants of the pohee would dare to make close 
investigation m the Plaza Real 

Thev had presented their petition for registration to the 
Civil Governor, and after insult and inquisition, had been 
pei'mitted to take premises None of the group was likely to 


141 



LEAN MEN 


forget that six hours hanging about m comdors and waiting- 
rooms at the Administration, inconvenienced and provoked 
by an insolent under-secretary who eventually threw then 
documents upon the floor m a rage because the number re- 
quired to form a committee quorum was not mentioned in 
the rules They would not fox get how stool pigeons and con- 
fidants were put m amongst them as they waited in that 
uncomfortable waiting-room where there were not enough 
benches for them to sit upon Eventually, and after an hour’s 
cross-examination by vanous officials, from the senior secretary 
to the Civil Governoi himself, the official stamp had been 
placed upon their articles of association and they had became 
a legal entity It had been agreed that Fiancis was not to 
appear before the authorities, for although there were no 
regulations concerning the employment of foreigners m Spam, 
his presence might have been the pretext for a refusal to grant 
recognition From Texido’s carefully presented report Francis 
perceived, however, that the authorities apparently had an 
imvoiced objection to anything in the nature of a definite 
course of studies under one lecturer Probably they feared 
the ascendancy of one man over a group, lest such should 
lead to a spontaneous discipline perhaps of a political tendency 
The Civil Governor had been impressed by the nature of the 
proposed first lecture and the precis of it supplied by Gmilei mo 
Trepat It would be well for a while, at least, to keep away 
from subjects that might be suspect Political discussions 
pould easily be enjoyed over the cafe tables, for they had made 
the customary ariangements for drinks and refresuments It 
would also be necessary to scrutinize applications for member- 
ship veiy thoroughly Among applicants there would inevit- 
ibly be the usual mechanically instructed confidants A 
vigilance committee was appointed, and to Channg’s uneasiness, 
Martinez the dwarf was voted upon it 
Guillermo’s lectuie had also been a success At first a Lttle 
indifferent, the audience of about one hundred had caught 
something of the young Trepat’s enthusiasm for the craft, 
argument had even broken out as to the value of vanous 
methods of doing a job The presence of an arc welder from 
the graving dock, whom Magrans had brought along, had 
lead to a heated wrangle between that worker and Don Gumer- 
smd, who had attended as a technical remforcement for his 
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son, as he had explained to Francis That had only been an 
excuse, Charing had seen, the old man had really desired to 
hear Guillermo lecture But the quixotic chivalry the excuse 
suggested had caused him much amusement Don Gumeismd 
saw enemies of the blacksmith’s craft m every comer The 
argument about the legitimacy of arc welding had provided 
hght relief also, for on Charing’s prompting Texido had made 
a placatory speech declaiing that arc welding was a technique 
proper to steel The welder, proud of his speciality, had also 
been a stickler for the whole faith and had not been conciliated 
In the free discussion that followed afterwards, Alonso had 
nghtly summed up his remarks by saying that the welder 
would no doubt lepair crockery v/ith the arc 

“ The company will forgive me and the gentleman at the 
back also if I go for him hammer and tongs/’ the welder had 
declared, after Texido’s attempt, hampered in his choice of 
expression by the nature of the occasion. Alonso had jumped 
up 

“ As Chairman I rule that remark out of order ” 

“ Why, sir ” asked the astomshed welder, unconscious of 
offence 

Because, sir, that’s stealmg your enemy’s weapons, hammer 
and tongs are blacksmith’s tools ^ ” 

Alonso had got his laugh and as usual had begun to make 
the most amusing sallies and mteiruptions The humour 
served to put the company in an even better frame of mind 
The Centre promised to be a great success, and properly 
handled, a most useful tool, especially as the cells and groups 
among the syndicates were both growing and functioning at a 
surprising level of eflSciency 
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ESCAPADE 

One Thuisday evening after conferring ^ith the principal 
textile cell Francis visited the Cafe Reel us, where he was to 
have met Sans, leader of the commumst fraction in the Build- 
ing Workers’ Syndicate, a union even more insurgent than 
the dockers As he seated himself at one of the smaller tables, 
the elder Rodoa came forward and stood nervously at his side. 
Aftei greetings he began to pour out a stammering account of 
disaster which had befallen “ the company ” 

‘‘ Sir, we are in great trouble — no, sir — I do not wish you 
to think I am begging, the Bi others Rodoa have never begged ” 
And then he burst out “ They’ve stolen our box, that black 
box with the leather strap m which we keep our propeities 
My brother is ill, the loss of the box has taken all the strength 
out of him — It was cur own fault, we ought to have taken the 
gentleman’s advice Your friend told us to call, if you re- 
member, sir ” 

After a drink he became more explicit 

“ We went to that lodging place you recommended, sir, and 
of course we found it quite satisfactory Carlos, however, 
wanted a new suit and we had to save money, fo;- with the 
exception of the mght your friends were so kind to us we have 
not been workmg since we came here We ought to have 
asked the gentleman, I know — but we moved to a cheaper 
lodgmg house down by the barracks yonder They gave us a 
key of the room — it wasn’t properly a room either — it had no 
window save a piece of glass let m above the passage door. 
The woman assmed us it would be all right— and we used to 
go out each day, lookmg about for odds and ends useful to us 
We got back two nights ago and went to put a pair of shoes m 
the box, and it had gone No, sir, the door wasn’t broken 
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open or anything It had just gone Carlos was . he was 
taken ill m the night and has been in bed since . What 
to do I cannot thinks sir ” 

‘‘ What do you wish me to do, then ^ ’’ Francis put m 
“ Well, sir, we thought perhaps ” Smfonano’s voice 
died away, he grew goggle-eyed with staring at nothing m 
particular 

‘‘ Is it money Was your money m the box You had 
some savings, I suppose ’’ 

“ We took our money out with us each day, we had forty- 
five duros — that’s neatly all gone now ” 

‘‘ What ^ Nearly all gone ^ What the devil have you been 
doing with It then — I say, look here, I don’t want to question 
you if you don’t care to answer, but you’ve come here — rather 
like a couple of boobs, I think ” 

Smfonano nodded in agreement 
We’re fools — you’ll be thinking us children ” 

“ You’ve got into a hot joint by all accounts, Don Smfonano. 
How did this money go, cards ” 

“ No, senor, Carlos was so ill that I brought a doctor m . . 
he charged thirty duros ” 

M’Carven Deu ^ You mean to say you paid thirty daios 
for a visit ? ” 

There v/as medicine, besides the landlord of the lodging 
house made me pay him I refused at first, but he said he 
wouldn’t have any welshers in the house, and Carlos was too 
ill to move It’s — it’s a hot joint, as you say ” The phrase 
sounded odd in the actor’s mouth, he seemed afraid to pio- 
nounce the words “ The landlord wanted one duro for 
fetching the doctor ” 

‘ We’ll go and see the gentlemen who w^ere heie when you 
performed You tied up our strong man nicely enough, Don 
Smfonano, why couldn’t you tackle this landlord ” 

Ah, senor, that was in the profession ” 

“ I see Well, first of all I’m going to have some supper, 
you’d better eat with me — ^you may have to help us bat a few 
sparks out of that landlord, you know ” The words were 
intended m jest , Rodoa nearly collapsed on hearing them 
“ Oh, no, sir — please — ^it’s temble at the lodging house, we 
can’t do anything about that ” The player wiung his hands 
and pleaded earnestly 
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“ What do you want, then ’’ 

“ I wondered if the gentlemen could help me find work — I 
know what you’ll say, senor, I am old and work is scaice, but 
anything would do till we can get a few more pi ops ” 

How much would they cost Perhaps we could ” 
We couldn’t take a loan, we never borrow, thank you, 
senor We’d work all hours of the day and mght if only we 
could get a place ” 

After this the stroller was silent until after supper, and then 
he began to pour out a flood of unnecessary details about their 
misfortune Leaving a message with the waiter for Sans, the 
building worker contact, Francis took Rodoa off to the Centre 
of Studies, The Murcians and Isidro were sitting at a table 
with Vilanova, Vails and a new associate Francis had seen at 
Guillermo’s lecture The men greeted Rodoa without cordi* 
ahty, but offered him a coffee, which he accepted As Fiancis 
recounted the actor’s story the group became alert and atten- 
tive Indignation expiessed itself strongly, Alonso was for 
beating up the landlord at once Upon pretext of buying a 
copy of La Noche, Francis first sent Sinfonano out to the 
Rambla and then asked the table for their pioposals 

“ Sure, let us go round to this joint with a concert party,” 
said Alonso with obvious dehght “ And let’s do our stuflT, 
eh ” he winked several times rapidly “ We shan’t get that 
box back, of course, they’ll have slung it away when they 
Ifound out there was nix m it, but we might teach him a lesson 
Ifat and nasty, I’ll bet, you know.” Alonso blew out his lips 
and rocked his head 

“ No,” said Vilanova, ‘‘ the man to concentrate on is the 
doctor, if he was a doctor , he’ll be likely to have some money 
about the place ” 

“ Going to chance it, boys ” Francis guessed 

“ Chance it ^ Jesus, it’s the doctor who’s going to chance 
It,” Alonso replied grimly 

“ Right then — but wait a minute The old lad said the 
landlord called up the doctoi by phone How shall we get 
the address ^ ” 

It was decided that Isidro, as the muttiest lookmg member 
of the company ” as Alonso said, should go in with Sinfonano 
under pretence of seeing his fiiend Carlos He was to ask 
the landlord to fetch a doctor, tip him if necessary, and if 
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possible to get the address and then to drop round the comer 
to the others When Smfonano returned they at once set out 
Francis and the two Murcians, Isidro, Viianova, Vails and the 
new member, a weaver by trade, guided by Rodoa The 
lodging house proved to be situated in St Ramon Street, off 
Conde de Asalto A cracked glass signboard announced that 
cheap rooms, for men only, were to be had by the day or week. 

“ Jesus, he’s chosen a pleasant spot,” Texido ejaculated to 
Francis This place has a bad name, it’s been shut up once 
or twice I think, and that’s saying something for this quarter 
Say, Alonso, you used to dig around here, know anything 
about this place ” The Murcian did not reply, but pursed 
his lips with a glance at the upper wmdows. Isidro went in 
With Smfonano, while the others went on round the next 
comei 

It was not long before Isidro returned 

‘‘ S’easy,” said the dwarf boastfully “ Corner of Pablo 
Street, opposite the district brothel Pox doctor He told 
me straight out, pat ” 

“ Well, either he’s pretty thick or you look sillier than I’ve 
thought,” answeied Alonso ‘ Come on ” 

The elder actor was very nervous and kept mumbling sugges- 
tions to the party and appealing to Vails, with whom he walked, 
to sponsor them He did not wish to enter when they arrived 
below the doctor’s room “ Look here, you’ve onlv to come 
in with me,” said Texido, “ and if it’s the right man say you’ve 
brought a friend for 666 treatment and then you hop outside 
and wait ” They went up the evil -smelling stairs , the pitted 
and scarred walls were damp to the touch and the dull cement 
hags were greasy beneath Channg’s leather shoes , an open 
gas jet flickered at the corner of the staiicase Texido knockea 
and a voice called them in Half a minute later the actor 
emerged trembling with excitement 

Right, boys,” whispered the dwarf Jumping up from 
the bench upon which they had sat down, they bunched up 
and hustled into the room 

Evening, doctor,” grinned Alonso We’ve come along 
for treatment also, you do it cheaper in the bulk, I suppose ” 

“ What’s the meaning of this ” The doctor stood up in 
alarm as they entered the room He was of about thirt> to 
thirty-three years of age, emaciated, pale and flashily diessed. 
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The room was full of tobacco smoke, cigar butts lay m a 
saucer at one side of the table Cheap surgical charts hung 
upon the walls, none of them with any reference to the doctor’s 
speciality An oculist’s model of the human eye stood upon a 
revolving bookcase in the comer neai the window, whose 
shutters at the moment were closed Pulling himself upright, 
the doctor asked 

‘‘ Do you gentlemen usually pay your calls like this ” 

‘ Well, no,” said the weaver mmcingly, “ but we don’t 
usually pays calls of this natiue ’ 

I see ” The doctor put his finger tips on the table 
“ And also, mister doctor, you don’t often get calls of this 
kmd, or do >ou ” The weaver was a little neivous, Francis 
could see He w^as himself, the Murcians also Vilanova was 
pretending to examine a chart Yalls was visioly tiemblmg, 
his eyes had a strained look that v\as unnerving to perceive. 
He glanced repeatedly at the door as if he wished to be out of 
the loom The dwarf was the only one present who showed 
no excitement, he had ciossed the room and stood a little to 
the rear of the doctor, at whom he was gloweimg like a boy 
about to pull the wings off a di agon -fly 
Francis now became the spokesman 
You had the kindness to pay a professional \JSit to one of 
our friends the other night, I believe ” 

The doctor blinked and touched the cigai butts nervously. 
I pay many calls m the course of a week Who the devil 
are you to question me anyway Clear out of here Let me 
tell you that I happen to be the municipal medical officer for 
‘ his district ” 

Foi the regional knocking shop over there, yes, I gathered 
as much,” Alonso interjected “ But they won’t turn out the 
civil guard to stop a common pox doctor from getting knocked 
over the head ” 

“ Violence then ^ ” the doctor exclaimed “ Do you think 
you can get anythmg by that*^ What’s your damned busi- 
ness ” 

Fley, stop that,” said Isidro simply, stepping forward and 
tapping the doctor’s elbow The doctor’s defiance disappeared 
What can I do for you gentlemen, then I shall have 
other patients calling soon ” 

“ Trying to scare us ? Now listen-m to this — you called on 
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the old guy’s brother/’ Alonso jeiked his head backwards, 
“ round in St Ramon Street, your friend’s lodging house, I 
believe Right first time Do you mmd telling us what the 
fee for one call and a bottle of physic is ” 

“ The call was executed after midnight,” the doctor parried 
dully 

Nov/ listen, doctor ” Channg’s tone was smooth He 
laughed over his instinctive attitude later, for even with that 
disreputable practitioner he could not completely discard the 
Englishman’s respect for doctors This is the best way of 
looking at the mattei This is no more than the visit of fiienas 
come to point out a little mistake in your bill Supposing >ou 
call the fee, say, ten pesetas How does that strike you ” 

*■“ So that’s it, a common stick-iip, then ? ” 

“ Hey you, cut that out,” protested Isidio This is an 
uncommon stick-up and don’t you forget it ” 

“ Hold-up, then,” flared the doctor, half-heartedly fumbling 
at his drawei Vails uttered a suppressed cry as the weaver 
and Vilanovd jumped forward, the formei holding a gun m his 
left hand Francis drew the “ Parabellum ” Maiiscal had left 
on the seat of the cai at Granollers The doctor collapsed. 

Now, then, \/nat’s the fee to be, boys ” Alonso asked 
“ Take the lot,” the weaver growled, motioning to the others 
to search In the table di aw^er was a cheap Eiber-made 
revolver, loaded, which Isidro commandered, and a cigar box 
containing money 

Two hundred and — ten — ^fifteen pesetas,” announced 
Texido 

“ Collar the lot,” insisted the weaver “ The bloody thief 
will have swindled it from some poor devil ” 

‘‘ No, that’s not what we came for,” Alonso protested. 
“ Boys, I’m not standing for that, this delegation is going to 
get back the thirty duros this fellow hfted from the mountebank 
and no more, or I’m backing out straightaway ” 

“ That’s right,” corroborated Francis Ten pesetas is a 
fair fee, that leaves us to take 140 pesetas ” 

“ For a hundred yards walk and a bottle of coloured water/’ 
argued the weaver “ Punish the blighter, make it a stiff one, 
too, let’s crown the bastard ” 

Texido counted 140 pesetas 

“ Hold that/’ he said sharply to the weaver The man 
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addressed slowly put it m his pocket with a shrug of his 
shoulders. 

“ Now then, shortarse, turn that gun out,” continued the 
second Murcian 

Hey, no, that’s not right, Tesh. That gun’s mine He 
might shoot us in the back,” the dwarf said, sulkily, as he 
obeyed Texido 

“ Ca * he won’t Unload it then, we can thiow it back up 
the stairs, anyway ” 

Right, outside, boys, and bunch up, no stragglers,” com- 
manded Charing “ Now listen, doctor, take my advice No 
funny business You might get on to the police, and they might 
get a hne on us and of course that would be unpleasant ” 

“ It will be,” replied the doctor with an attempt at severity. 

“ Ah, stow It ^ — if we w^ent into the Model or up 

to Montjuich as convicted bandits, it’s possible that others 
of our friends would arrange for you to go mto early retire- 
ment, underground Compree ” 

“ Francis ^ ” ejaculated Vails quietly 

The doctor’s face grew even more palhd but he made no 
reply 

There was no need to hasten , to emerge into the agnostic 
throng jostling through those narrow streets was effectively 
to disappear At the door of the regional house, the cattle,” 
as they were termed m Barcelonese slang, were standing, 
arms akimbo, lolling against the wall, gum-chewing, cigarette- 
smoking, calling and whistlmg to the passers-by in defiance 
of municipal legulations In the cafe below the registered 
rooms a piano -accoidion was loudly playing the popular tune 
of the day, “ Thomas, I want to be a mamma ” A motor 
was crawling through the press m San Ramon, there were 
jeers and threats at the driver, an argument about some water 
that had descended from above was in progress between a 
knot of damp pedestrians and a vituperative and scornful lady 
on a balcony Children ran m and out of the idlers at the 
corners, the cafes and bodegas clattered and jingled, flooding 
the animated crevasses with light In case of necessity they 
could be swallowed up at once in the piquant effervescence of 
life of the “ Chinese quarter ” 

They went across to an open shop that was selling Val de 
Penas wine by the glass 
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Seven glasses of gripe water, boss,” Alonso demanded. 

“ Go on, smarty,” retorted the stallkeeper, there’s eight 
of you ” 

“ Make it eight then Now we’ll stand here awhile and 
see if he comes out Theie was no telephone, so that land- 
lord’s yarn was a pitch -up anyway ” 

They drank the acid wine and after a while, as no one 
emerged from the corner house, moved off 

‘‘ Now then, let’s drop in and see brother Carlos, he’ll be 
glad to get his money back I think, eh, Sinfonano ” 

The stroller was too frightened to make a cordial reply He 
stumbled along by their side, weakly protesting , it was work 
he wanted, he kept repeating They hurried up the stairs of 
the lodgmg house to the concierge’s office on the first floor. 
It was occupied by a neatly dressed woman of about thirty, 
her black dress closing high around her throat , a white cravat 
added extra smartness Her black hair glistened m waves 
above an intellectual forehead Her appearance rather took 
the wind out of their sails However, with his southern 
audacity, Alonso soon recovered himself 

“ I say, little girl, we want to visit a friend By gosh, you 
know, girlie, you’re something of a stunner, eh ^ Your 
mother’s eyes Look, boys, there’s hair for you Viva ^ and 
viva the mother who gave you birth Viva the ground >ou 
walk upon, too ^ ” 

“ Sonny, you give me a terrible seasickness,” the girl replied 
laconically Who’s your friend ^ ” 

“ Sehor Don Carlos Rodoa, the eminent, the pre-eminent 
magician of all eminent magicians, the tumbling nonpareil of 
the Iberian peninsula,” Alonso announced rhetorically, trying 
to chuck the concieige under the chin She made no other 
protest than shghtly to withdraw her nead, 

“ Oh, the old aguardiente raffler, you mean There’s a lot 
of you, but follow me, sonny ” Her mode of speech oddly 
belied her intellectual appearance “ That is if you’re not 
afraid of me ” 

‘^Afraid of you — I should hke the chance,” retorted the 
Murcian, putting his arm round her waist 
A voice sounded behmd them Eh ^ you with my wife 
there ^ What the hell’s this — say^ would you like to explain 
yourself before I ’as you chucked out ? ” 
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The man they took to be the lodging house proprietor 
pushed past Francis and the weaver and thrust his heavy face 
into Alonso’s 

Your Wife ^ Oh, what a horrible choice, my peach. Hey, 
boys, what did I say Fat and nasty ^ Look at him * ” 

Tne proprietor was fat, though he also had the appearance 
of being tough On his bare feet were carpet slippers, the top 
of his thin -clothed trousers was stretched tightly round his 
stomach Festoons of fat hung upon his face and neck, he 
was partly bald and across the bald patch was a long scar 
The proprietor shouted to someone within ‘‘ Manuel ^ ” 
Two dissolute-lookmg men shuffled out of what appeared to 
be the common-room 

Your bullies, fat boy I’ve left that kind behind before 
breakfast ” Alonso made a pretence of spitting Francis was 
decidedly nervous, he reckoned their effective numbers in a 
mix-up would be only five, the dwarf and the elder Rodoa 
would be of no use, and Vails seemed to lack all combative 
instincts Five agamst three were sure to win, but in a brawl 
one must do more than win One must win outright, smash- 
mgiy, and leave no casualties behind He peered into the 
common-room There might be lodgers willing to back up 
the proprietor too As he turned round Texido was grinnmg 
broadly, the girl had calmly strutted back to the office, ignoimg 
her reputed husband Isidro, with instinctive guerilla know- 
ledge, had gone with her and was leaning agamst the wall 
at the top of the stairs 

“ Now see here, chum,” Alonso put his hand upon his waist 
like a star bullfight ei posing for a photograph “ You may be 
the big noisemaker of this district, but I want to tell you that 
whatever you are, you’re just an amateur beside this little 
gang, compree ” ^The hangers-on seemed to be impressed 
and Alonso turned to the proprietor ‘‘ Now then, boss, well 
tell you straight out what we’ve come about It’s a matter of 
a black box, belonging to uncle here, and a solitary duro, 
frightened out of the same dear uncle of mine And I can 
sing ail that if you’re fond of music ” Possibly disappomted 
with his retainers, the landlord’s reply was expressed m a 
somewhat more concihatory tone 

“ Now look here, you boys I tell you I ’asn’t got the box, 
not ’ad It. The box was stolen right enough, if there was a 
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box, that IS But they had the piace locked up, I can’t do 
more than give my clients a key, can I ” 

“ Sure you can, guv’nor, you can see that nobody gets hold 
of the other keys ” 

“ What’s your meaning ^ ” The old snarl was audible 
Suggestin’ I keep a set of keys for every room ^ ” 

Fatty, what we’re suggesting is something more ” Alonso 
shook two fingers at the landlord We you keep more 
than one key for each room , you’d be a fool if you didn’t 
What landlord doesn’t What we’re meaning is that you 
should keep other people from getting hold of those keys 
Unless it was you yourself who snaffled the box ” 

“ Here, Manuel, did you ’ear that ” the landlord was trying 
to combine pretended laughter with mock indignation “ ’E 
says I knocked off the old bastard’s box ” Two lodgers 
pushed by silently and went into the common-room anJ 
switched on the yellow electric light The proprietor lowered 
his voice involuntarily as they passed The weaver had been 
meanwhile peering intently at the landlord’s two letamers , 
going over to one of them he looked him m the face 
‘‘ Say, who are you What’s your name — who the devil 
are you ” 

“ Aw, go away, boy,” the fellow pretended boredom 
‘‘ Who the devil are you — I’ve seen yoi^ before, wfflat’s your 
name ” The weaver’s excitement was unnerving the bully 
again 

“ Go ay-way,” he blared, shiftmg his feet 
“Now I tell you what,” broke m the landloid, ‘"you can 
’ave a bleedin’ search Tins ’ouse is run proper I won’t have 
no gamblin’ nor women, nor rough -housin’ here, do you see 
You won’t find no box ” 

“ Too sure for my iikmg, fat boy, that’s what you are,” 
Alonso retorted “ That means you’ve turfed the box out, I 
suppose You wouldn’t have looked nice in a Chinaman’s 
ng-out anyway ” 

“ Where’s your bi other, Rodoa, m your room, upstairs ? ” 
Francis questioned the actor 
“ No, sir, m the corridor beyond the common-room ” 

“ Right, we’ll go along, boss, with your permission ” 

“ Now look, don’t you boys get funny along there, I don’t 
’ave any nonsense in this place If it ’adn’t for being so damn 
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clever, this friend of yours wouldn’t be on his back, as it is ” 

“ Oh, what’s happened here, then ” Texido put m 

“ Happened ’ere A bloody fine rumpus an’ all That fool 
along yonder tried to raffle a bottle of aguaidiente off on the 
crowd Raffle, I said, tried to swindle it ofi* Cowse they 
tumbled to it Somebody fetches the younger one a swipe m 
the clock and that’s why he’s on his back Lucky I didn’t 
brmg the guards in, I reckon ” 

‘‘ Your wife wouldn’t let you,” said Alonso sarcastically 
No, sir, that’s not true,” Smforiano feebly protested 
“ Tnat occurred before the box was stolen and my brother 
was all right next mormng ” 

“ One of the boys trying to get his own back, I guess, if 
you asks me,” said the landlord “ You tried to do them 
down, didn’t you ” 

“ No, the raffle was perfectly fair ” Rodoa seemed about 
to burst into tears 

“ Now look here, Vilanova, you and uncle here go along 
and see if Carlos can show a leg Tell him we’ve got his 
money back fiom the pox doctoi and we’ll get something out 
of this fish, too That’ll cheer him up a bit ” The two did as 
they were told 

“ Fat boy, I’m going to break it gently, we — want — that — 
box or by god you’ll be dead blubber, d’ye hear, blubber ” 

Alonso was suddenly trembling with rage The weaver 
made a menacing movement towards his pocket and the land- 
lord flung out his aims and broke through in the direction 
of the office Tins was the critical moment, Francis knew, it 
was no use to try to smooth things over now “ Bunch up, 
boys,” he shouted They crowded into the glass-walled office, 
knocking down a large board of keys hanging on cup hooks 
They pressed round the proprietor and pinned him against 
the wall, the weaver’s pistol and the magmficent “ Parabellum ” 
at his stomach 

“ No noise, boys, speak quietly,” muttered Francis “ Now 
then, that box quick, or we’ll stitch you up, do you hear, 
stitch you up ” 

The proprietor’s festoons of fat turned grey for the first 
time, he gazed pleadingly at Vails, who stood apart from 
them, pale and distressed 

“ I tells you I haven’t got the box nor have I had it.” 
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A cov/ard at heart, after all, the thought flashed into 
Charmg’s mind, that trick of taking care with speech, the 
liberal aspirates had been very much in evidence, was a trait 
of a frightened man trying to bluff himself as well as his 
enemies 

Cough It out, where is it ” Francis hammed the “ Fara- 
bellum ” into the landlord s fat “ Can’t you guess, you mutt ^ 
It’s something in the box we want, something those strollers 
don’t know about ” 

In the landlord’s state of mind the crude trick worked He 
had not been sufficiently frightened before because he could 
not imagine they would do anything despeiatc for a matter of 
a few theatrical props 

“ Frasquita— fetch Manolo-~-tell ’im to bring the box,” the 
proprietor said hoarsely The girl, not so frightened as her 
master, but now shaken out of her self-possession, fluttered 
away A minute passed and then the hanger-on brought the 
box in and dumped it on the floor They put the guns away. 
Texido stooped and opened the box, the lock had been 
broken It was empty, save for a pair of socks 

“ Well, I flguie we’re beat now,” whispered Alonso to 
Francis ‘‘ Shall we move when Vilanova comes back ^ ” 
Charing nodded Piesently the two Rodoas and Vilanova 
returned Carlos had a damaged face but appeared to be 
actn^e enough 

‘‘ Now then, ready, Isidio ” Francis motioned the dwarf 
to descend the stairs 

“ Right,” the latter called from the bottom, and they 
scuttled down the stairs, Texido carrying the box Without 
hesitation they hastened up the Asalto and out into the 
Rambla, crossed it and sped through the Plaza Real As they 
went tnrough the dark archway into Escudi Street, Alonso 
halted a moment to ask a speaker in one of the groups, a fnend 
of his, to put any followers off the scent ‘‘ Sure,” promised 
the friend, and unconcernedly went on with his discourse. 
They turned down New St Francis Street and along the 
Columbus Promenade to the Reclus 

Once the need for vigilance was over, the party burst into 
excited miith The Rodoas were as it were pushed on one 
side in their gleeful blasphemy and restaging of the escapade 
Alonso caused the corpulent waiter some astonishment , his 
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girth was just too tempting, it exactly equalled the landlord’s 
he said 

Their enjoymeiil of the builesque, however, was ai rested 
by Vaiis vho suddenly became violently sick While they 
were attending to him Alonso remaiked to Texido and 
Francis 

“ It’s damned odd, this way he has of turning sick He was 
like that once before, after that barney on the Malloquma ” 

“ Excitement too much for him,” said Texido They gazed 
at Gerald intently Tne Ca-talein had nsen fiom his seat 
and appeared to be half dazed, he was plucking at his shirt 
Tent as if trying to open it, staling at a spot high on the 
well 

“ Hard lines,” murmured Alonso, not to be able to erjov 
a smndy I wonder why he came, he cant be afiaid or he 
wouldn’t have done” Viianova, intending to mteipret Valls’s 
movement, lemoved the Catalan’s collar and tie and opened 
his shirt front Gerard closed the shirt front again, and a 
moment later stiangely lecommenced to fumble with it Alter 
a while, having lefused stimulants, Vails announced that he 
felt bettei and asked to be pardoned for the unpleasantness 
he had cat sea They took the Rodoas to the lodging house 
m which they had oiigmally stayed, neithei of the brolheis 
would accept the little money they offered them With some 
reluctance Francis promised to visit them the following day, 
during the afternoon, if possible, to assist them m the lather 
hopeless tcok of finding w'ork 

Afteiwaids Vails asked to be allowed to accompany Francis 
to his rooms He thought a short walk would restore him, he 
said, with his customary giave smile 

As they weie strollmg along the wharves m silence, Cbarmg’s 
imagination occupied itself w'lth the rather stupidly quixotic 
adventure they had indulged m The best way to excuse it 
to himself, he decided, was to call it a piece of boyish high 
spmts, an exaggerated prank The most powerful impression, 
how^ever, was one of liking for Alonso, more than this, love 
for him He had liked him from the first , the job of a 
aocker was perhaps not difficult, but to be able to sling and un- 
sling fifteen to twenty tons of sharp -edged and slippery metal 
plates a day without cutting a hand or endangeimg a workmate 
was a likeable enough accomphshment In addition, Alonso 
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was a glonous bluffer , he had seen that the Muiclan had 
been afraid in the lodging house, that sudden rage was just 
‘‘ panache ” to banish fear He had an oudook on life that 
appealed to Francis, too Unlike Texido, he did not leasoB 
philosophically about the world, about society and their 
desperate poverty, nor did he feel passionately about it as 
Texido did The pcisistence that Vails showed m trying to 
understand an argument was not Alonso’s ; Gei ard seemed 
at times to be almost painfully probing into the theory of 
revolution To the senior docker the capitalist world was to 
be viewed something as a w^ork of art, a botched job of art 
that was just all wrong and whose boost was, to use a trade 
term, an unconvincing piece of blah,” plaasiole m its every 
detail, but mcapable of enduring the acid criticism of the inner 
understanding 

Then, as Fiancis stepped over a greasy hawser, he turned 
to warn his companion who had fallen a pace or two behind 
him. The light from the guaid-house lamp fell upon Gerard’s 
face Francis continued his walk wittiout even delivering the 
warning He had seen that Geiaid's face was wet with tears. 
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Leaving Carlos Rodoa at Muntaner Station, Francis proceeded 
to Mariscars house, at which he was now a frequent visitor 
He disliked the place, with its grotesque blue-tiled domes and 
clumps of dusty palms, beneath which were crags and gpttos 
of baked mud, nevertheless from the terrace there was a fine 
view over the harbour and city , a spectacle which facilitated 
thought by occupying his surface attention, as a rosary aids 
a fidgety devotee 

Teresa was pleasant company, too Under ManscaTs care 
she was rapidly becoming attractive, her pale skm had a light 
within It, not the spiritual illumination she had always shown, 
but of physical health Her eyes were less strained, and she 
had discovered a becoming way of dressing her blue-black 
Catalan hair A fervent doctrinaire, she would listen thiistily 
to his analyses of Spanish and international problems, question- 
ing gravely and sensibly about countries of whose situation 
she was totally ignorant 

Francis had hoped that Mariscal would be able to suggest 
a likely quarter in which to seek work for Rodoa He was not 
keen about this task It was difficrilt to feel enduring pity for 
the man, he seemed to think he had been hardly treated by 
the world and his apparent selfishness was untempered by 
generosity or humour Francis could not refrain from con- 
trasting Rodoa’s temper with Teresa’s previous fortitude and 
Texido or Elipe’s mdifference to what was certainly an equal 
poverty Elipe sending his weekly fifteen pesetas to an inland 
village and trying to feed that lumbering body upon what he 
called belly ballast,” stale bread bought cheaply and stale 
vegetables haggled for around the market after closing time 
Texido whose wife, now unable to work, had made it possible 
by her factory pittance to buy a few articles of furniture , the 
stark misery of the majority of Spanish workers, the endless 
hunger and despair of the blood-soaked fields of Spam 
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Well, the poor lat might waste a few hours of his time, one 
:ould not refuse that much Teresa came out to the garden 
md told him that Mariscal was absent 

“ Oh ^ Did he say when he would return ” 

No, he didn’t come home last night, either I think there 
was an operation down at the hospital We rang them up this 
mornmg ” 

“ H’m Oh, well, it is not important, Teresa ” He knew 
the giii preferred the old epithet of opprobrium. La Roja, but 
for some reason he disliked calling her by it ‘‘ You say he’s 
down at the hospital ^ ” 

« No — ^you’re not listening, Francis ” There was a hint of 
timidity m the reproach “ He was here eaily yesterday 
evening with the astronomer and Miro the ichthyologist and 
another. They played chess for a while and then someone 
came for Dr Manscal He’s not been back smce ” 

Some patient needs continuous attention, I expect Did 
you say " ichthyologist ’ ” 

“ Yes, the doctor calls him the ‘ fishman,’ but that is the 
word on his visiting card ” 

Perhaps the ichthyologist could be persuaded to lecture at 
the Centre of Studies It would be a mce uni elated subject 
and very interesting, too Almost every block of the break- 
water bar bore its crazy seat and rod-rack There would be 
scoies attracted by such a lecture He mentioned the matter 
to the girl , she had often expressed keen desire to visit the 
Centre, but he had not considered it wise smce the admission 
of women was not an article of their registration \ 

‘‘ He comes on Thursdays,” lepiied La Roja You coul^ 
ask him then or we could get his address from the house-keeper.** 
We’ll call on him this everung You can introduce me to 
Miro yourself ” 

“ If you would not mmd, I’d rather not I don’t hk€ 
Miro ” The girl seemed very uneasy 

“ Oh, well— all right Why don’t you hke him though ^ ” 

Teresa appeared to make an effort of will and then shrugged 
her shoulders 

“ He’s young, this Miro ” 

‘‘ No-o ” There was disgust and scorn m the long-drawn 
negative 

“ Ah, well, be careful, Teresa Are you all right here ” 

“ Yes, yes ” Her reply was supremely confident One 
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gets used to that m hotel work You don’t seive many weeks 
before someone tries, the officers and people who stay m the hotel 
At Figueras the proprietor’s son used to try our doors at night ” 
“ I see, this ichthyologist ” 

“ He tried to seduce me also, yes ” The unnecessary 
frankness, Latin enough but more certamly prompted by 
doctrinal respect for candour, cost Teresa a blush 

They obtained the address and then Francis took Rodoa to 
Trepat House, hoping to find Guillermo m Julia pressed 
him to stay to supper and added that her brother had gone 
to Torrellas to make exact measurements of the space to be 
filled She was full of her holiday and showed no embarrass- 
ment m Its simplicity. As he was leavmg he noticed a violon- 
cello standing in a comer of the inner room and this suggested 
to him that Ricardo might be able to find work for Rodoa at 
one of the music halls Possibly their connection with the 
entertainment profession would dispose them to such labours, 
sophisticated as the fare at these places would be 

‘‘ Don Ricardo has brought his instrument home, I see,” 
he remarked 

“ No, senor, he has his instrument at the ... at the 
establishment wheie he plays That belongs to one of his 
friends I think it needs lepairmg Papa doesn’t repair 
violoncellos downstairs,” she concluded with a weak smile, 
“ but he’s away at Madrid seemg the Duke of Lerida ” 

“ The Duke has a palace in Madrid as well, Senor Charing ” 
This was Dona Agata’s only remark other than her courtesy 
speeches 

He took his leave and then, as the hour of his appointment 
With the weaver was approaching, dismissed Rodoa, telhng 
him to call after supper at the cafe in New St Francis Street 
where they took their midday meals It was this place he had 
named to the weaver as the rendezvous 

During supper the weaver ariived and casually introduced 
himself as Vmcente Arolas The conversation turned almost 
exclusively round the organization of a cell in the textile 
factory where Arolas worked The carbon copies of the appeal 
he had distributed had produced excellent results , there was 
however, some jealousy and opposition from the fraction 
belonging to the Workers’ and Peasants’ Block Channg’s 
instructions to the weaver were explicit, there was to be no 
implication of rivalry with any existing body, all workers were 
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to be permitted to join, even though they might belong to 
the U.G T , the hated sociahst organization. 

Dunng a lull in the discussion Arolas took a newspaper 
cuttmg from his notebook and laid it on the sheaf of papers 
Francis had spread befoie him It was a rubbed and faded 
portrait of a man 

‘‘ Have you ever seen this fellow ” Arolas asked, nodding 
at the cuttmg 

‘‘ Can’t say that I have — though ” — yes, the face seemed 
familiar somehow ‘‘ I can’t place the man exactly.” 

“ It’s familiar to you, then ” 

Definitely, but as I have said, I can’t place it ” 

“ Do you remember the taller of the two bulhes at the 
San Ramdn lodgmg house — the one I tackled ” 

“ My God, yes ’ ” Francis took up the cuttmg The 
same face, a httle fatter here, and the bully didn’t wear 
spectacles ” 

“ Take the spectacles away, he’d be the same ” 

“ Yes, I thmk you’re right ” 

** Thanks,” said the weaver “ I’m damned glad you 
recogmzed the likeness I meant to ask the others, but I can’t 
rim up to the Centre to-night ” Channg was about to 
question Arolas when the door was pushed open qmetly and 
the mghtwatchman who usually dined m the corner came m, 
carrymg his lantern, already lit and with a bundle of tapers 
sticlang out of his overcoat pocket He sat down at his usual 
place and called for a coffee and rum This person was 
reputed to be a police informer, and Francis signalled to the 
weaver to be silent, inclining his head m the direction of the 
watchman Shortly afterwards Rodoa entered, and finding 
confidential talk doubly hindered, the weaver made his 
departure, asking Francis to leave further mstructions at his 
lodgmg place m Ceres Street, adding that he would visit the 
cafe the following night at the same time 

Afterwards, when gathering up his papers, Francis noticed 
that Arolas had forgotten the cuttmg On second thoughts 
he placed this m his mside pocket and then went with Rodoa 
to the Faseo de Colon, mtendmg to call at the Reclus Before 
going to the Pompeya he wished to sound Rodoa about the 
suitabihty of such work The player was emphatic , provided 
it were honest he would accept anything which would provide ^ 
enough to hve on. They hoped to put by enough from theirt^ 
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vanishing savings to purchase more properties Smforiano 
was sick of the city and they both wished to be gone 

Francis led the way towards the Mallorcan maiiboat, just 
then about to put out, and they stood awhile under the customs 
shed watching the preparations for departure At last when, to 
huge uliuiations of her syrens, she moved off like a white ghost, 
they continued along the wharf towards the Bertran Basm He had 
been told of an English ship of the Abbey line moored down near 
the Moirot , there would be time to have a look at her first 
As they were passing a large stack of firebricks, in a recess 
of which a coke devil was glowing, a voice, which Channg 
recognized as belonging to Haircombs, hailed them He 
rarely missed an opportunity for conversation with the eccentric 
old lady and so they strolled over 

“ Good evening, gentlemen,” she greeted them “ I 
thought somebody would be coming along so I’ve put a seat 
for you What do you think of this fire The sergeant 
brought It along for me ” 

They sat down and she began to arrange her hair , it was 
this eccentncity which had given her hei name The senoiita, 
as one addressed her, was about sixty years of age and at 
every promenade hour was to be seen strutting up and down 
the Rambla de las Flores, her tattered skirts gathered up in 
one hand, a pair of old leather boots upon her feet, an ancient 
shawl round her shoulders, and to complete her attire five or 
SIX massive haircombs of the Sevilian type thrust vertically into 
her pad of hair At times a shred of lace hung from these combs 
Haircombs never begged and was a prodigious walker She 
could be seen at all othei times than that of the traditional 
paseo careering along under a sack of odds and ends These 
sacks she would leave lying about the wharves in the care of 
the dockers with whom she was immensely popular There 
was never any fear that her store or her mattress, as she called 
her bundle of rags, would be interfered with Her sleeping 
place was any sheltered spot around the wharves, m the lee 
of a stack of bricks or timber or in a moored dinghy- 

No one had been known to question her honesty, but Hair- 
combs was a tremendous flirt She would stand upon the 
wharf and pose with her fan at a gang upon a vessel, accepting 
their extravagant compliments with scornful delight. Of 
Alonso she was especially fond, and called him her no via, her 
betrothed sweetheart 
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Haircombs had no great memory for faces, and Francis was not 
snrpnsed to find that she was confusing him with some other 
docker She began to scold him for threatening to shoot another 

unnamed person Haircombs hated the violence that was so 
common in the docks Though she was fnendly with the police 
she held no brief for them, and would castigate an over -zealous or 
vicious guard as roundly as one of her own gentlemen. Eventually 
she asked Francis to promise not to shoot his enemy He 
promised, to Rodoa’s evident alarm, and stood up to move otF 
He had intended to destroy the papers, rough drafts of 
resolutions for the cells and a few projected leaflets, which he 
earned m his pocket, when once he reached his lodgmgs The 
fire was a better opportumty, however, and he began to lay 
them one by one on the devil The newspaper cutting he 
reserved, the weaver evidently attached importance to it Thmkmg 
ofArolas suddenly reminded him that to-morrow evening there 
would be a meeting of the other textile groups, to which Arolas 
ought to be mvited He sat down and scribbled a note and 
then wishing to give the old lady a peseta, suggested to her that 
she should deliver the letter m the mormng, very early Hair- 
combs was indignant She would deliver the letter at once as 
was proper, and pocketing the coin set off m a great hurry to- 
wards Paralelo, leaving her possessions upon the seat of bncks 
Francis and Rodoa set out for Paralelo themselves and a 
quarter of an hour later arrived at the Pompeya 
A fortnight earlier, a column m Ei Deluvio had announced 
that the Music Hall Pompeya had changed hands, and under 
its nev/ directorship was to be renovated as a preliminary to 
makmg an explosive le -entry into the world of gaiety As 
they strolled up the Marquis del Duero they saw that work- 
men were still painting the flimsy walls, through which the 
rattle, tap and thud of the orchestra could plainly be heard 
Around the doorway a mixed crowd was watching the 
plastering into place of a papier mache nude 

They entered, dawdled down the central gangway and 
forced their way into seats The redecoration had evidently 
been completed inside Some of the pew-like stalls which 
filled the ground floor had been revamished though not 
pamted, here and there the shelves which ran along the back 
of the stalls, in the manner of prayer-book receptacles, had 
been repaired At the Pompeya, as at the Moulm Rouge, the 
Ba-ta-clan, the Royal, the Sevilla or any other music hall 
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along Paralelo, fervent applause or laughter was apt to shake 
a row of coffees or beers on to the knees of the patrons behind 
There was no price set upon admission at these music halls, 
one paid for a coffee, at two pesetas instead of a half, or two 
and a half for a beer to be bought outside at one 

Around the walls were marble-topped tables and bentwood 
chairs , in one corner a large anthracite stove was bieathmg 
deeply Upon the walls hung oval mirrors, draped with 
paper streamers, advertisements for Cinzano vermouth, 
aerated waters, cheap furniture, rubber goods and Erotyl, a 
love potion warranted to restore vigour to the most enfeebled 
a goat-bearded roue with a Mephistophelian snule was ogling 
a buxom and responsive lass of sixteen or seventeen in support 
of the printed claim The thin iron columns which supported 
the balconies above were decorated with coloured paper stnps, 
bouquets of paper flowers stuck m them at a height well above 
the reach of possible admirers of some praiseworthy actress 
The audiences along Duero were not accustomed to bring 
their own offerings There were two tiers of balconies, the 
lower range divided into cubicles to which access was gamed 
by curtained apertures from a dark passage running round 
the building, had been painted yellow and blue, the profuse 
scrolls of piaster that ran along beneath the rail picked out in 
cheap gold pamt 

Many of the cubicles were already occupied by artistes who 
had done their stipulated two turns and were now attemptmg 
to secuie more profitable busmess Higher still was another 
row of cubicles, but as the gaze of the audience was not likely to 
stray higher than the actresses’s heads, if that far, or occasionally 
to some mtrigumg event occurrmg m one of the first-row 
cubicles, this upper balcony was painted a umform yellow. 

At the back of the hall, upon the ground floor, was a gambling 
saloon, two of whose tables were covered with a canvas cloth 
Play was in progress at the others, presided over by a bored 
chief croupier and one assistant. At the back of the first 
balcony was an open space where the exuberant might dance 
with one of the girls awaitmg her act, or more probably with 
one of the chiffon -skirted, white-slipped artistes who had 
already appeared In this part were the spotlights, directed 
by a youth totally mdifferent to the attractions around him 

The stage itself gathered up all the light that the Pompeya 
could afford About seven yards wide by six deep, it had been 
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replanked and a strip near the footlights painted white At 
each side were panels of blue paper supported on wood framing 
with more paper flowers m baskets at their base An atmo- 
sphere of melancholy and sordid tawdrmess hung over 
eveiything, and while m the hall itself this was obscured by the 
semi-gloom, the intense light of the stage only served to 
accentuate the impression A gangway or promenade ran out 
from the stage and, rounding the orchestra, returned to the 
platform upon the other side 

Francis ordered coffees and sat down It was difficult to 
talk to Rodoa and so he pulled out a newspaper and com- 
menced to read The orchestra struck up again, and a fleshy 
and pock-marked lady m the early forties came out, dressed 
as a schoolgirl of six Her shaking hams and preposterous 
rear, which she persisted m slapping at the audience, dis- 
gusted Francis and he tned to fasten his attention upon the 
paper The new directorship was apparently savmg its efforts 
for the later hours, in defiance of the Gahlean principle of good 
wme first The schoolgirl, mmcmg some stuff about her mce, 
nice schoolmaster who showed her things in his office, pranced 
out around the creakmg hangway, grinnmg and coquetting at 
the howling audience An old peasant, m from the country 
for a day and a night of the traditional amusement, tried to 
spank the schoolgirl with his hat , she attempted to tickle 
turn under the chin, provoking fresh roars of protest from the 
connoisseuis. The spotlights were extinguished and the 
orchestra leader distributed music sheets. A girl of mneteen 
or twenty sidled out from the visible wings, there were cries of 
Guapa, guapa/’ “ Pretty one ’ Peach I ” She began to 
posture weakly, her throat straining to give volume to a song 
which stated that she was the Queen of Delight and her body 
a frenzy of desire The girl was pretty but thin, her nbs 
showed clearly like a bitch’s as she bent backwards, her breasts 
were slack under the slipping brassiere The audience began 
to tire of her, and one or two yelled “ Sad lady ^ ” as she sidled 
along the gangway m the face of general mdifference ; droppmg 
her arms before she reached the wings, she drooped off the 
stage with shuffimg steps , the orchestra hastened through the 
last bars of her song Three or four more such turns were 
sent out and the uproar was becoming deafening, only the rap 
of the snappily played percussion could be heard. At the last 
of these turns some orange peel was flung on to the stage 
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from the balcony, a ball of crumpled newspaper followed and 
then a tray of glasses went down with a crash 

A hurried leadjustment of music sheets, and then the leader 
stood up and with a downward thrash of the arms whipped 
the band into a lively pasadoble The announcement boards 
fastened upon hinges to one of the wmgs, and which had 
announced the White Peail, was drawn m The band was 
now really putting m some hard work, there was pep in the 
brass and an extra snap m the drums A minute passed and 
the M C ’s board was not swung out A rhythmic stamping 
began The old peasant stood up and shouted "" The con- 
ductor waved his bow energetically at the M C in the wmgs 
Finally the polished board on which the chalk sciibbmg was 
barely visible was pushed out, arousing a yell of approval . 

La Torera ” A swish of a cape in the wmgs and the 
orchestra switched with remarkable skill into a slow and 
sensuous Andalusian hotch-potch of all the tiaditional tags of 
melody Fmally with a swirl of skirt and cape La Torera 
swept on to the stage* Ole, Ole — Now then ^ ’’ from the 
audience “ Now then ’ La Torcia was interesting Francis 
put the paper down to v^atch her About six feet in height, 
she had the figure of a buxom athlete m perfect training, her 
exuberance and activity giving her almost the appearance of 
slimness Her splendid white legs, unpowdered, ran up to 
tight-fitting black vehet trunks, to be seen when a movement 
of her magmficent body sent the slashed skirt swirlmg up- 
wards Her black velvet tumc completely covered her breast 
though the back was bare A broad-brimmed Andalusian 
velour m which was a paper carnation, was pushed back so 
that the shadow should not hide her animated face and 
glittering eyes. La Toiera was burstmg with animal vitahty , 
she had no voice, but the audience yelled approval of her 
shouting contralto as she sang defiance to an imaginary bull 
w-hom she tieated to a showy succession of statuesque veronicas 
She only laughed boisterously with the audience when fimsh- 
mg a mock paso natural she swung her cape behind for 
Laianda’s Butteifly and got hopelessly involved m its folds 
She left her bull and dashed out along the gangway amid a 
hail of comfits and sweets and shouts of “ Ole, Ole, Guapa, 
Simpatica ’ ” The peasant jumped up and tried to catch her 
legs m his thin aims, she broke through them and swept on, 
a patron behind leaned forward and jammed the old fellow’s 
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hat over his eyes La Torera protested at the rough treatment 
and returning to the peasant leaned forward and sang into his 
face As she straightened up he slid his hand up her calf 
to her thigh, and winking and laughing with immense mirth she 
swung her cape round the old gallant for a moment and then 
flung It over her arm and broke away The peasant turned 
to his seat with hilarious gratification and, seizing a bottle of 
spirits, handed it up to the retieating actress, giving a vigorous 
thumbs-up with the other hand , shouting with glee at the 
applauding patrons The man who had jammed his hat over 
his eyes leaned over and patted him on the back, and the 
peasant effusively shook hands with his late persecutor 

The occupant of the seat on Charmg’s left explained with a 
blase air that it was a trick of La Torera’s to compel the 
management to send out a succession of hulks and skeletons 
and dumb motion dames before her appearance “ See her 
after La Cubana or La Simpatica and she w^ould not be half 
so fetchmg,’’ he added 

La Torera appealed again and presented a fairly well 
executed fandango which was worth watching It was her 
walk, however, that was her surest accomphshment a mag- 
nificent and supple stride, the mature torso swaying slightly, 
and the whole body appearing to suige upwards at every lift 
of her foot, scarcely covered by its red leather shoe She dis- 
appeared m the wings and the stage seemed still to preserve a 
relic of her swirl and movement, so vivid was the impression 
she had made on Charm g 

After her came two more Dumb Ladies, and then, to stem 
the discontent. La Simpatica The only attractive feature of 
La Simpatica was her face, pamted to resemble a mask, and 
accentuated m every detail that might facihtate the simulation 
of desire She sang reasonably well, but the audience was 
evidently eagerly awaiting the culmination of her act There 
was a wave of ** Now then ” as she smiled through narrowed 
eyes at the auditonum and fox-trotted to the side of the 
gangway The orchestra quietened down to a barely audible 
murmuring Liftmg her eighteen inches of skirt, she advanced 
her knees, at the same time openmg them Putting one arm 
behmd her head as a pillow, she commenced to roll her body 
m simulation of the sexual act, describmg languorous and 
rubato circles with her posterior, punctuatmg the movement 
with even franker gestures and bitings of her moistened lips 
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This aroused hushed delight m the patrons of Pompeya , the 
orchestra grew louder and speeded up as the actress interpreted 
the culminating frenzy of desire. At the finale she dashed 
off the stage to a ciash of hand-clappmg At her second 
appearance, dressed in a long glove -tight lobe of black lace 
beneath which she wore nothing, this perfoimance was gone 
through again with even greater detail Advancing to the 
centre of the gangway she closed her eyes and permitted 
unabashed caresses from excited patrons, sighing and writhing 
with simulated delight Then, suddenly abandoning the 
pretence, she burst into the closing bars of her song and 
slithered off the stage When she reappeared m one of the 
gallery cubicles above she was immediately joined by several 
expensively dressed men of middle-age 

The effect of this turn upon Francis had at the outset been 
one of moderate disgust ; he had felt his face fiushmg, though 
he had seen much of this kind of thing, and infinitely moie 
frank, years before, at Genoa and Marseilles especially But 
the intervening years had almost refined away the memory 
of such things He had made himself a new man since then 
He had turned his gaze away, repeating to himself the con- 
ventional hypocrisy which he had heard upon other lips, that 
to a person of anything approaching refined tastes such 
exhibitions were repulsive The exhibition was indeed re- 
pulsive, but as if against his will he had once more directed 
his gaze upon the lustful writhmgs of the almost naked actress. 
His sense of decency and his will had alike protested as his 
eyes, fascinated by the movements, greedily fixed themselves 
upon the body Revulsion swept m again the moment La 
Simpatica had left the stage Nevertheless, this revulsion was 
not complete and he felt uneasy and remorseful The thought 
of the two women he had left behind him in London he 
deliberately thrust out of his mind, horrified at its intrusion 
Trying to get a grip upon himself, he was certain that he was 
ultimately proof against such allurements 

To distract himself he began to pay attention to the orchestra, 
listening to the ’cello, which as he was sitting near the 
percussion and the player was on the other side of the band, 
was not easy During the performance of a cante hondo singer, 
he had opportunity, however, for the melodic line was given 
to this instrument He could not see Ricardo, but an estab- 
lishment of this kmd with an orchestra of one piano, two 
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violijQS, trombone, cornet, ’cello and bass and peicussion, could 
not possibly afford a relay of players as they did at the Eden. 
He listened carefoliy, trying to shut out the other instruments. 
A little regretfully he decided that there was nothing very 
remarkable in Ricardo’s playing He was a competent execu- 
tant with a good instrument, that was all It was natural that 
he should arouse some interest among his acquamtances, for 
they, unaccustomed to good play mg, would regard his com- 
petence as something distinctive Any able player, too, can 
upon occasion rise to the level of art Ricardo’s playing gave 
Francis the impression of lazmess, he was so addicted to the 
middle of the bow ; besides which he worked a few mannerisms 
to death. In slow melodies such as this shoddy tune he had 
a trick of mechanically increasing the volume as he neared 
the middle of the bow, falling mto an exaggerated dimmuendo 
as he travelled towards the point If Ricardo possessed a 
finer knowledge of the art, as Casals’s approval mdicatcd, then 
It must have long fallen into desuetude Such a place as the 
Pompeya would not extend him and certainly would not 
encourage observance of subtleties Pablo Casals, whose own 
life had been hard enough m its beginning, was reputed to be 
finely generous to young artists Perhaps that accounted for 
his encouragement of Ricardo But these consi delations did 
not impel him to abandon his mtention of asking Trepat to 
play at the Centre He was a competent performer, an<| 
though he knew that a great artist would not have escapeJ 
recognition by the workers at the Centre, yet Ricardo’s playing 
would none the less be satisfactory and very much appreciated^ 
He had no desire to wait until one o’clock in the morning; 
at which hour the music hall would close, in order to consuB 
Ricardo about Carlos Rodoa, and so at the second interval 
forced his way ovei to the ’cellist’s corner 

“ Hola, Maestro,” he exclaimed from under the gausw^ty^ ^ 
squeezing his head between the woodwork and the curtain^ 
rail ~ The ’cellist was evidently accustomed to exploratory 
wags and took no notice 
“ Hoia, Don Ricardo ” 

The ’cellist looked round “ Hola, Sehor Charing. Dios 
mio ’ Come round won’t you, just ask at that door, I’ll go 
through at once ” 

Francis mquiied at the door which led towards the wings 
and was dubiously admitted. Trepat at once emerged from 
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behmd and advanced to Channg’s welcome. He was trying 
to conceal embarrassment at Ins presence, Francis could see ; 
no doubt bis pride objected to being seen in such a place 
“ I’m glad to meet you again, Don Ricardo,” Francis began 
** To tell the truth I came especially to see you — about a little 
matter — ^and also to hear you, of course ” 

Ricardo laughed nervously, but during tne next few remarks 
he noticed that Trepat s face was perspiring The ’cellist led 
Francis away to the bar and they stood sipping a falsified 
liqueur for a while Broaching the subject of Rodoa’s employ- 
ment, Charing was quite surprised to find that it was very 
probable that Carlos could be taken on there and then, at the 
Pompeya. The new management had discharged all the old 
employees for corruption, including most of the former 
orchestra. He added that he himself was greatly esteemed and 
possessed considerable mfluence Rodoa was brought m and 
piesented to the director by Ricaido, the upshot bemg that 
he was given employment “ on the broom and bottle.” 

Anxious to be rid of Rodoa’s attentions, Francis went down to 
the orchestra with Ricardo when the bell lang for the last session 
“ I called at Cassadors Stieet this afternoon,” he remarked 
as they stood m the wmgs “ I noticed you have another 
instrument now — I think that’s a good idea . , ” 

The ’cellist broke in hastily “ It is a friend’s — I — I promised 
to overhaul it for him — the pin has been wrenched — nothing 
serious of course, or I shouldn’t attempt it ” 

“ That’s a pity, I had meant , . . well, perhaps you are too 
busy . ” 

“ Too busy, Sehor Charing ^ For what ” 

** I had intended to ask you to play at the Centre — the 
institution I am interested m, at which your brother lectured 
— I had the idea that good music would lend interest to our 
meetings Is it really too much to ask you to appear one 
evening ^ I think we could afford you a thoroughly good 
accompanist . . you could advise us about that, of course ” 
“ Yes, yes, there are good and bad in the city ” There was 
eagerness m Ricardo’s voice “ But — I say, do you reaUy 
mean this invitation, Senor Channg I . . ” Trepat did 
not finish the sentence, he was wringing his hands with agitation 
Senously I mean it, Don Ricardo — I have mentioned the 
matter of a formal invitation to the committee ” Charing 
stood silently awaiting Trepat’s reply. 
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“ A piogramme of music — I mean senous music ^ ” The 
:ellist was apparently speaking to himself, his face was averted 
liom Charing 

Don Ricardo, permit me definitely to invite you to appear 
at the Centre — we have good premises m the Plaza Real — the 
programme would be your choice — that it would be of serious 
music goes without saying A Biahms Sonata, the new Suite 
by Cassadd, a Bach unaccompanied sonata, whatever you wish 
A few smaller items to begin with What do j'Ou say, Don 
Rfcardo . We could make it a Monday night,” he added, 
remembering that the music halls never opened on a Monday, 
so that you should not lose an evemng’s employment here ” 
‘‘ Ca * ’’ The player made a hurried movement with his 
hands “ That itself is a matter of no importance I was not 
thinking of that ” 

“ Then why do you not accept Let me press you to 
play’’ 

“ When do you propose to announce this — this recital 
for ? ” Pie spoke the word “ recital ” hesitantly but with 
sudden clai ity “ You see ” 

“ Quite so — I understand, of course I am not a performer, 
Don Ricardo, but I am awa.re that you will need time for 
preparation and rehearsal We should be glad to provide you 
with an accompanist, as I said, for your later rehearsals as 
well, if you wish ” 

“ There would be no need I hope — I have a fnend — z. lady. 
She might be wilhng to play with me ” 

“ Then you accept ^ May I renounce your appearance to 
the committee ” 

“ Yes — yes, I accept ” Ricardo’s eyes were glowing with a 
wild brightness “ You must not expect too much — Don 
Francisco, I am very grateful for the mvitaiion, but I must 
warn you not to expect more than . . . than I can do,” he 
concluded m a wistful tone 

“ Oh, nonsense ” Channg began The call bell rang as 

he spoke “ W ell — ^you must be going, I hear, myself also — I 
must be back at my lodgings soon These late hours ” he 
glanced at his wrist watch ‘‘ Time is money you know, and 
sleep is solid gold,” he finished laughingly 

“ Ob . you are gomg ? ” Ricardo’s voice expressed 
disappointment 

“ I am afraid I must ” 
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“ Ob, but • . , listen, there is a new dancer here-— not like 
those others ” 

“ La Toreia is not so bad ” 

** You like hei — no, well, not so bad, of course — but this 
one, she’s dancing the Granados Danza Espanola — a common- 
place, 3^es, I know — but won’t you stay Just wait and see her ” 

I am afraid • Well, perhaps I will, who is this dancer, 
her stage name I mean ” 

Nina de Guadix, she is called They will write her up as 
Bella Nina, I expect I think you’ll enjoy her dancing — it’s — 
It’s not that Simpatica kind of thmg ” Ricardo was blushmg 
“ She’s only been here this week and takes her art seriously ” 

The bell was buzzing angrily and the ’cellist hurried towards 
the door at the back of the stage The third or fourth item, 
Bella Nma,” he called loudly as he disappeared below. 

The orchestra struck up a pasodoble and Francis turned to 
descend to the auditorium 

“ No need to go down, sir, if you care to stay,” the white- 
faced M C. motioned to a stool “ Sorry I had to cut your 
conversation short, our audiences get out of hand rather 
easily.” He pressed another button as he sppke A party of 
girls began to hasten down the stairs from the dressing-rooms 
above Some had already dressed, others were naked save for 
shoes and wraps and were carrymg blue shorts, brassieres and 
caps m their hands One girl with a blue beauty spot on her 
cheek came over to Francis “ Darlmg, you’re sitting on my 
dressing stool,” she said, and flingmg off her wrap dragged 
him from the seat, perched herself on the stool completely 
nude and commenced to draw on the blue shorts, after which 
she adjusted the rest of her attire “ Football Team Pompeya ” 
the words on her cap read. The solitary property hand had 
already adjusted a small net m the centre of the stage An 
exhausted wreck of a man was standing at the foot of the 
stairs, dressed ndiculously m the same costume as the girls 
wore, his brassiere over a white and blue sweater 

The curtain went up and a handsome, big-limbed, big- 
breasted young'" blonde, speaking with a German accent, 
announced that anyone who scored a goal without moving 
from his seat would be awarded a kiss by a member of the 
team, saying which she drop-kicked a ball into the auditorium. 
The rest of the team spread themselves out over the stage and 
began to field the bail as it was slung in, keeping up a rather 
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disjointed chorus with orchestral accompaniment the while 
The first to score was a lad from the second row 

The gentleman will now step up to the stage and take his 
reward from the captain/’ the blonde proclaimed, pointing 
to herself ^ Jeers and yells went up, and offers of delegation 
were proffered to the lad He scrambled up by the steps 
provided and placed himself in front of the captain. Before 
she could prevent him he ripped off her brassiere and waved 
it to the hugely applauding crowd This was one up for the 
youth, and after taking the forfeit from the blonde, and chpping 
on the brassiere, he returned to his seat, a hero Afterwards 
the old peasant was allowed to score and then an Enghsh 
sailor banged m a successful shot from well out m the hall. 
The ball came soaring up out of the gloom and the wreathing 
tobacco smoke too swiftly for the girls to smother it A feat 
applauded by the knowing ones, for the ball was too light for 
accurate placing He advanced towards the steps and setting 
his foot upon the first, stumbled and nearly fell The captam 
made a wry face and pinched the tip of her nose and looked 
round at the M C He assented to the implied question with 
a nod When the sailor had placed himself m the indicated 
position the captain held up her hand for silence and 
announced that the forfeit would be paid by the team’s reserve 
She then turned to the wings and called “ Manolo ^ reserves 
forward ^ ” The man in the football shorts tottered on to the 
stage Pandemonium of bliss in the auditorium, angry 
blasphemy fiom the sailor who commenced to career round 
the stage after the girls 

The girls, however, were too quick for him and easily 
eluded his lunges All might have gone well had not one of 
the team pulled down her shorts and smacked her rear in 
derision at the sailor With a sprawhng rush he managed to 
catch the temptress, who qmckly pulling up her shorts 
struggled and screamed m her captor’s arms There were 
angry shouts from the audience and it looked as if some might 
rush the stage > The captain was hovering behind the sailor, 
obviously preparing to kick him between the legs The up- 
roar subsided when the girl allowed herself to be kissed twice, 
thus securing her release There were threatening glares at the 
sailor when he rejomed his mates, and some muttering Shortly 
afterwards the gang left the hall and the incident was forgotten 
The girl, however, was fined two pesetas by the management 
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After this Fiancis returned to his seat in the auditorium 
and was glad to find that Rodoa had already left A cante 
Hondo singer succeeded the football team and then an almost 
nude brunette ssng a few obscene songs, without dancing 
This act was unpopular and received the bird m the form of 
wastepaper ana packets of sugar, of the kind supplied with 
the coffee 

The board was pulled m and swung out again almost 
immediately It read “ Bella Nina ” Theie was a dull growl 
from the auditorium 

Too many of these Bella’s and Nina’s, they’ll have to pull 
then socks up,” said the man on Charing’s left I don’t 
know what the stage is coming to, senor ” 

The piano began the preiudial bars of Danza Espanola 
No 6, by Granados, repeating them ad lib until Bella Nma 
sprang lightly on to the stage A careless pink-a-ponk m the 
St. John’s Wood manner was all the pianist accorded the 
introduction There were immediate cries of Guapa ” and 
mvitatory noises From her waist hung a white divided skirt 
heavily braided at the hem, upon her unstockinged feet were 
gilded shoes Adornments of gold plate neatly cupped over 
her breasts, leavmg a httle of their curves visible A crooked 
arm held a tambourine on one shoulder, from the other elbow 
downwards a white sleeve hung, gold braided A note of dis- 
tmction was given to this dress by minute embroideries of 
green flowers, a little way above the hem. In each hand were 
black castanets, green ribboned The girl’s flesh was a 
beautiful creamy pink m tint, nothing but such healthy purity 
of complexion could have earned of£ the spotless whiteness of 
her costume A round knee peeped from the division of hei 
skirt as she waited patiently for quiet A slight nod to the 
orchestra leader and the pink-a-ponk became drier, snappier, 
with a hint of the sardomc irony a good piamst will put into it 

As the ’cello began the melody the girl moved into the first 
steps of her dance It was to be one of the usual hotch- 
potches, a pot-pourri of steps, Spanish enough because the 
girl could not possibly have imagined what other forms of 
dancing might be like, but inconsistent and eclectic, with a 
reminiscence of cigar -box postures and cinema languors. But 
there was something different nevertheless , this was not quite 
what a hundred other Bella Ninas were probably doing at 
this hour, m the other music halls of Barcelona, in the 
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cabarets of Malaga and Seville It was hard to say wbat 
distinguished her performance It was sensuous and intended 
to fetch ’’ the audience, there could be no doubt The girl 
swayed her torso deliciously, allowing just the barest crease 
m her supple flesh to show as she bent sideways, there was the 
usual magnetic allurement in the utter contempt of her regard, 
broken only by a refined version of the Mona Lisa smile, whicn 
itself only escapes what is ultimately obscenity by being 
painted on fiat canvas The girl was playing off the beauty of 
her round arms, too, holding the sleeved arm downward and 
forward as she stamped her goId-slippered feet 

Suddenly Francis realized that the difference lay not m the 
girl’s performance but in the ’cellist’s playing. There was 
nothing, technically, to extend a second year student of the 
instrument m the slowly moving melody of the Danza. But 
this music Ricardo was now making was not a question of 
technical competence but of sheer penetration, of knowing 
what the music was about Though the playing was a stiato- 
sphere above the earlier performance, there was still a persistence 
of some of Ricardo’s mannerisms The tone was generally 
faultless, golden, supple and unbioken by scratches and 
gratings, but he was still short in his bowing, the sure sign of a 
man who has not practised suddenly put on his mettle But 
the stiff-handedness of his earlier bowing had gone Francis 
could picture the supple balanced hand and foiearm, the 
fingers only slightly parted of Ricardo’s master Cassado He 
did not obscure the semi -quavers, the pivotal notes about 
which the melody swings from one equilibrium to another 
But more than tnese unimportant questions of formal 
understanding and technical execution was the fact that the 
music cried aloud that it was being understood It was this 
that the dancer had felt also , for such a performance as she 
was giving was not only unusual at Pompeya but evidently 
not much to the patrons’ liking There are players who make 
of that hackneyed Danza a thing of contrasting languor and 
fire, and of the middle section something that escapes the 
dance altogether and becomes just a piece of Neo-Mozartiamsm, 
or a fragment of a southern Gneg In Ricardo s playmg was 
a consciousness of the sadness, the wistfulness of Life’s 
profoundest irony, that the flesh of Woman, its sweetest 
pleasure, should be sin, within the scheme of any morahty or 
amoiahty As an artist Ricardo felt this to be true, as did 
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Charmg m bearing that music, though neither would have 
consented to the doctrine as an intellectual proposition The 
latter had long reasoned about this irony It was, he firmly 
believed, the greatest curse that Christiamty had brought to 
the world , it had strengthened and aggravated Man’s ten- 
dency to think of himself as a duality, of body and soul, of 
warnng elements m unnatural bondage It was not sensuous 
languoi that Ricardo was drawing from the instrument, but 
wistfulness that the body of woman should be sorrow-haunted 
delight Francis remembered reading some of the letters of 
Ferrucio Busom which had a relevance to his present 
experience It was the belief of that great artist that all man’s 
music-makings are but imperfect recordings of echoes, echoes 
of an ideal music, that exists in its completion outside of man 
and which he fragmentarily overhears The doctrme was 
absurd, as was all Platomsm, and yet it had suggested another 
heresy to him. Could the petty, sulky, childish man who was 
Beethoven have produced the Razoumovsky quartets from his 
own mentahty, without contact with some greater source, 
transcendmg the individual Perhaps that source might be 
the folk memory of man, a consciousness of his long history of 
joy and sorrow It seemed as if m this facile melody all the 
melancholy that there should be any need for moralities at all 
was being expressed and mingled with its more superficial 
paganism, of delight m the body of woman It was a man’s 
music, of man after the Fall, or believmg himself to have 
fallen 

Ricardo played through the sudden forte of the first section 
With the proper steeliness of tone, the cornet and violins did 
their best to present it as a purely physical animation, and 
as the ’cello once more brooded reflectively over the phrases 
that lead to the half cadence and the middle section, Francis 
felt -that shudder run down his back which invariably 
accompanied profound perception, as when, a fugitive, he 
crouched among the cactus beside the hne at Figueras, or 
once when a gii 1, a stranger, had put out her hand and touched 
his at the Old Vic when those words, It should have been 
hereafter,” were spoken by the doomed Macbeth ;He had 
looked at her, knowing that he would see perception in the 
girl’s eyes, and he had seen it, the perception which is deeper 
and purer and rarer than sorrow, only obscured by the girl’s 
tears, mere secretions of the body 
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Tne dancer quickened her pace for the middle section , the 
violin took up the melody and at once was silent. The ’cello 
had run up the little steps of the triplet to the top B and was 
smgmg clearly from its height This was mildly daring and at 
lirst Channg felt it to be a piece of exhibitionism, but it had 
almost at once become evident why Ricardo was extending 
himself like this The finer pomts of formal presentation were 
here, a delibeiate and even exaggerated retard upon the 
second triplet instead of the last before the repeated cadence, 
ivhere thoughtless players placed it A delicacy of tone, 
slightly faulty at times, gave the attempt its necessary touch 
3f lyricism But behind all that, Ricardo had wished to keep 
the interpi elation m his own hands, for he had grasped that 
this middle section was a transfiguration, the apotheosis of 
the first Here was the secret of the flesh repiymg, as if out of 
sensuousness something finer and subtler had stepped and 
quelled desire with chaste nakedness. It was the voice of 
Woman proclaiming above her own sm that there was more 
than sm m the act of the body The fallmg cadence obscured 
this impression somewhat, it was just sentimental prettiness 
m the mannei of Grieg, and then the realization once more 
rose into vision as Ricardo played the repeat, at only half the 
volume of the first utterance The girl upon the stage had 
given the usual interpretation of the middle section, she 
seemed relieved to swing once more mto the languorous 
swaymg of the principal melody 

When the Danza had finished there was modest clappmg 
for the girl that grew a little m voluine A few voices could 
be heard shouting “ Maestro ^ ” Presently Ricardo’s head 
appeared above the gangway and nodded at the audience. His 
face was shining, but the nod was perfunctory and deprecia- 
tive. The applause, Charmg knew, had been given for the 
easy feat of carrying that high melody through the thumb 
positions and nothmg more. He stood up and applauded, 
holdmg his hand out towards the ’cellist Ricardo turned 
and gazed at him a moment and nodded agam and sat down 

The next turn was a one-act play which was to have for its 
theme, according to the man on Charmg’s left, the manoeuvering 
of every male and female in the caste to seduce one another, 
ail of which would be accomplished in a very realistic mime 
upon the sofa m the centre of the stage Francis pushed 
out of his seat and went round to the wmgs. Ricardo was 
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standing there as if awaiting him He smiled at Cbarmg and 
then saidj hesitantly “ Well, Bella Nina, what did you think 
of her She was worth staying for, eh ” 

“ Ca ^ — ^uapa, that’s ail ” Ricaido smiled and as if m 
afterthought shrugged his shoulders 

“ What I came down about was your playing, Ricardo 
magnificent ” The crude adjective seemed to pam the 
musician 

“ It is very easy ’’ He spoke the woids almost nervously, 
in a diminuendo A naked woman, applying powder to her 
legs, put out her hand and steadied herself against Ricardo’s 
shoulder 

Yes, easy — but that other — you know, man ” They 
stood half turned away from one another, both embarrassed 
a little, and then Francis nodded assent to the question which 
had not been voiced m words but which the musician’s bearing 
had propounded Ricardo made a motion of extendmg his 
hand and then, arresting it, turned slowly and with a single 
‘‘ Good mght, Senor Charing,” walked away 

A grey -faced obese comedian was divesting himself of his 
trousers as Fiancis hurried out of Pompeya and turned 
towards the silent v/harves and the sea He felt the relief of 
escape, of deliverance fiom shame, though he assured himself 
that he had stood m no danger of shame But there was a 
comfortmg warmth about tummg to the wharves, deserted 
as they were, cold and turbulent as was the night It was 
about these wharves that the clean, lovable men of his faith, 
of his struggle spent their days He remembered the eccentric 
old lady with her faith that a man who could shoot an enemy 
would keep a promise to her, he looked back to see if he could 
catch a glimpse of her fire Watchmen’s fixes made a chain of 
red points along the black -shadowed wharves " As he strode 
to his rooms he felt as if these beloved men of his companion- 
ship were somehow present then, ciowding about him, lifting 
their arms m salutation as he passed through the imes of 
silent railway trucks, the rebellious, the loyal men, lean with 
poverty and consuming thought, peiplexed with thought yet 
placing their ultimate faith m it He felt his heart beat faster 
and his imagination glow tender as he hastened past the dark 
hulks of ships and beneath the black hoists, rearing like 
skeleton colossi mto the hghtless sky, towards rooms which 
suddenly seemed desperately lonely. 
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CONSEQUENCES OF ESCAPADE 

The Sunday following Charmg’s visit to the Music Hall 
Pompeya, he and the leaders of the textile cells paid a visit to 
Sabadell, a neighbouring town, to meet dissentient members 
of the Workers’ and Peasants’ Block, engaged m that mdustry. 
He had found that town, of some fifty thousand inhabitants, 
solely engaged in textiles, to be seething with political excite- 
ment. The atmospheie seemed even more advanced than 
that of Barcelona He gatheied that Tarrassa, Granollers and 
other neighbouring towns were also ready for organization 
work. The upshot of the Confeience was that a revoluuonary 
group was called into being at Sabadeli, with the immediate 
policy of formmg cells m factories whose atmosphere was con- 
genial, those With the more modern machinery especially 
being npe, and agitational fractions m the various pohtical 
clubs Vails, who had accompanied them, was sent on to 
Tarrassa to meet a friend of Domingo Magrans who would 
be able to give them a good suivey of the condition of affairs 
m that town 

The weaver, Vicente Arolas, who had formed part of the 
raiding party on the Thursday night had not responded to 
Channg’s letter of invitation to attend the cells reumon on the 
Saturday. Accordingly Francis had immediately written 
another letter suggestmg that Arolas should accept a co-opted 
nomination to visit Sabadeli on the Sunday Arolas had not 
put m an appearance, and regretfully Francis had concluded 
that his sympathies were not comcident enough for work with 
the movement. 

Returning to Barcelona, Chaimg went first to his room, 
intending to prepare his usual fortnightly report for the 
International His room seemed dreary and oppressive this 
evening and he could not get doWn to the task. The cold snap 
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that had set m on Friday had endured throughout the two 
following days, and the tile-floored rooms^ devoid of heating 
arrangements, were cold and cheerless At his request, the 
fat and wheezy widow who occupied the ground floor and 
who scraped a living out of letting furnished rooms with full 
board, had brought up a bowl of burning charcoal The 
invisible fumes from this “ brasero ” had given him a head- 
ache, which the dull red distemper of the walls seemed to 
aggravate 

He tore up the rough draft and put on his coat, resolving 
first to refresh himself with a warm bath at Romano’s on 
Asalto and then to take a lest fiom work, perhaps by visitmg 
a cinema “ Storm over Asia ” in a very cut version was 
showing at the Cine Pans in the Puerta del Angel He felt 
lonely, however, and racked his brains for some more sociable 
amusement He was very completely latinized, nevertheless 
the constant round of cafes and clubs was at times distasteful 
to him For once he would try to escape that atmosphere A 
deep glow of pleasure spread over his whole body as he thought 
of La Roja He went to the cafe on the waist of Mallorca 
wharf and rang up Mariscal The housekeeper answered the 
call, the doctor not havmg returned since the Thursday night 
La Roja, when called to the receiver, gladly accepted his in- 
vitation and promised to set out from Muntaner at once 
She would come down on a 58 tram and meet him at the 
Robert statue m University Squaie in half an hour’s time 
He forgot about the bath and hastened back to Mar Street 
and collected a pair of gloves, a scarf and some money and then 
set out at a sharp pace for the city 

Teresa immediately began to question him about the tex- 
tile cells conference, he having told her of the meeting he was 
to attend He decided to make one more effort to persuade 
Arolas to join them, and they set out therefore for Cires Street 
where the weaver was lodging 

The girl was fascinated yet repelled by the squalid glamour 
of the maze of streets through which she had asked Francis 
to lead her As they entered Costa Street she instinctively 
drew close to him and took his arm She was trembimg and 

with the cxcitemcnt that 
There Jb no sophistication that the male 
may sujJer irbmwniba is pro^ agamst the femimne flattery of 
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fear , her trembling pleased him partly because it seemed to 
place him in the agreeable role of protector, and also because 
It made him more intensely aware of her presence, of the 
nearness of her body He straightened himself up and strode 
along with delightful sensations filling him until it struck him 
as a little comical that he should be assuming such a role with 
respect to La Roja, the girl who had guided their flight from 
Figueras and who had undertaken that hazardous journey 
across the black storm-swept hills, dressed in nothing more 
than her kitchen clothes and m the company of unknown men. 
True, m the matters of the world and the flesh, very actively 
present in those thronged streets of sordid poverty , picturesque 
vice and sheer heroism, she was still unlearned In the letter 
which he had sent from Genoa, announcing the probable date 
of the Somerford Abbey^s arrival m Barcelona Prestcott had 
sent a weird note for Teresa The girl had shown childlike 
dehght at the wireless operator’s facetious love-making and, 
then, suddenly clutching Channg’s forearm, had asked 
“ Francis, is this stupid of me I mean is this . m- 
correct ^ ” He had laughed uproariously at her doctrmaire 
scruples and she had said “ It flatters me — as a woman , 
w^omen ought not to accept flattery ” Her scruples had been 
forgotten m that final blunder of Prestcott’s Yours with 
very much love and jewelfully,” as he had signed himself. 
God alone knew what he had meant to say But in her constant 
references to Prestcott’s mistakes he had easily detected her 
sustained pleasure that he should wiite to her, and m such 
boisterous terms 

As they crossed Carmen Street a yellow tram with a trailer 
behind came worming its way through the crowd The girl 
had already stepped from the pavement, not seeing the trailer 
behind and then startled by its sudden appearance jumped 
back and seized the arm of a man loitering on the kerb She 
mstantly apologized for the error, but the fellow made an 
offensive remaik which caused her first to cringe against 
Francis and then to stiffen with anger As they passed the 
doors of a dancmg joint from which a clatter of drums and 
the reedy screech of piano accordions were gustily sweeping,,,, 
he noticed that she had shut her eyes tightly She remamedi 
silent until they reached Cires Street 

At the corner of Cires and Arco Teatro Streets a horse 
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slipped and cut its knee and a ciowd was hindering all efforts 
to liberate the bleeding animal from the broken shafts The 
cobbles were still littered with the vegetable lefuse discarded 
by the vendors of the street market held m these streets during 
the day The accident had been due to this refuse, apparently 
The pressing crowd continued to molest the group struggling 
With the harness buckles until a couple of urban guards, carry- 
ing rifles and fixed bayonets, pused a way through with their 
weapons and gave the animal room to plimge 

They w^ent on to No 14, where Francis left the girl at the 
door and ascended the staiis to the top floor where Arolas 
lived Gas jets were burning at every landing, an unusual 
amenity The tenants of all the floors appeared to be out, yet 
one of the fiat doors was open and, within, the gas had been 
left burning, and a large brasero stood m the middle of the 
floor. He continued and reached the diminutive attic land- 
ing There was no gas here and only the diffused fiickermg 
fans of light from below illuminated it There was no door 
bell, an mch nut and bolt suspended from a nail served as a 
knocker He hammered loudly upon the door , dull echoes 
filled the stair -well for a moment At the third knocking 
there was still no response and Francis begun to feel for his 
pocket-book in order to scribble a note to the weaver, when 
he heard the observation shutter shde open There was in- 
sufficient light to catch a glimpse of the eye he knew must be 
examining him The door was not opened, and m anger he 
seized the bolt and banged again 

The door slowly opened Before him stood a slatternly 
woman of about fifty Her hair, already grey, was thm and 
dirty A sacking apron hid her dress , an old black blouse, 
loose and torn, covered her upper body She was slowly 
pluckmg at a crucifix which hung round her shrivelled neck 
The woman’s eyes appeared to be afflicted with cataract, 
their gaze seemed sightlessly to stare past him as he examined her 
“ What do you v/ant ” The woman’s words might have 
come from the air, they were whispered from motionless bps 
‘‘ I wished to see my friend, Vicente Arolas, perhaps you 
will be good enough to tell me if he is m, or when he is likely 
to return 

The woman fingered the crucifix and half turned away from 
him. 
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“ He’s not in,” she whispered, staring at the wall “ The> 
killed him last night ” 

The blood leapt to Channg’s head and went singing through 
his brain 

** They killed him ^ Who — sehora ” 

The woman looked at him shiftily with her hideous eyes 

and then repeated “ They killed him — in the street ” 

and fumbling for the door slowly closed it He could not 
protest, yet tnat slow closing of the dooi maddened him He 
stood a moment and then wheelea, unable to decide what to 
do Who had killed Arolas, wh\ His brain once again 
raced into thought 

A sickemng sensation m bis stomach afflicted him as it 
suddenly flashed upon him that he himself might have been 
the cause of the weaver’s death Had be exposed Vicente to 
the murderous spite of some fanatic anarchist, some crazy 
‘‘ compamon of the Deed ” Had the weaver expressed 
himself m the factory with too much enthusiasm and vigour, 
and had that murderous venom of partisan strife struck him 
down, to remove this new and more formidable enemy of 
The Idea, as the nebulous vapiaity of Anarchism was called 
by Its adherents Something remote from the occupation of 
his biam prompted him to go down to the street He held 
the banisters as he descended Before the open door of the 
flat below he halted and gazed abstractedly into the room. 
The draught from the stair -well was fanning the heap of 
glowing carbon Minute cracklmgs accompanied the display 
of tiny meteorites which were shocting off from the heap 
His gaze wandered roimd the room, fixing itself with morbid 
attention on the details of its furniture Upon the sideboard 
was a pair of mauve and gold glass vases , green wineglasses 
with white stems stood behind the glass doors of the side- 
board A napkin m a brown ring lay upon the table and a 
plate with the remains of a salad upon it, a dirty bottle con-^ 
tamed a gill of wme, BI Debate with a photograph of a fnar 
upon Its front page lay over the edge of the table, its leaves 
lifting slightly in the draught A potted stone cactus, diminu- 
tive and bleached, stood upon a small table m one comer, its 
hideous limbs lookmg like the clawing legs of a buried crab 
or of some unpleasant animal 

The girl’s voice below, answering other voices, recalled him 

183 



LEAN MEN 


to action He descended to the hall The two urban guards 
who had dispersed the crowd round the fallen horse were 
watching the stairs Both had drawn Mausers and one was 
holding Teresa by the arm. He put his arms up without 
waiting for the command 

“ Name The foremost guard questioned with a note of 
courtesy m his voice despite the curtness 
Francis replied m the same tone 
“ Papers ” 

A British passport m my inside breast pocket ” 

“ Carrying arms ” 

None at all ” 

“ What are you doing here ^ ’’ 

** I came to see a person with whom I recently had business ” 
“ Who ^ ” 

Sehor Arolas ” 

The guards exchanged rapid glances 
I shall have to search you, permit me,’’ his questioner 
continued with less respect 

Very good — as you wish, sehor ” 

The guard first drew out Charing’s gloves from the left- 
hand overcoat pocket and then a pouch and pipe These he 
replaced, and then inserted a hand in the other pocket He 
drew out the torn sheets of the report he had drafted Char- 
mg’s blood ran cold Carelessness * The eternal forgotten 
detail ’ The neglected triviality which brings down the 
greatest and most thorough of schemes He had been desper- 
ately thinking of a reason for visiting Arolas and had totally 
forgotten the sheets of paper in his pocket There was a hope 
the guards would attach no importance to the papers , for- 
tunately they were written in English 

“ These letters — what are they ? ” The guard passed a leaf 
to his compamon 

‘‘ A private letter to my wife, sir, m England, if you 
will permit me to lower my arms I will show you my pass- 
port ” The guard motioned him with the muzzle of his 
Mauser to keep his arms above his head 
‘‘ A piivate letter ^ ” 

“ Yes, senor — I had written it badly — there were things to 
explain ” Francis smiled a little ruefully at the guard 
“ Is that so ” There was a faint irony m the reply. 
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** Perhaps, sir, yon will be kind enough to search me for 
weapons so that I may rest my arms ” Francis could onl> 
fence for time to think 

“ Rodriguez ^ ’’ the guard called to his companion Leave 
the girl alone — she’ll be harmless — and come over here ” 

“ The explanation, sehor ^ ” said the guard, nodding side- 
ways at La Roja They searched him for arms, pressing over 
every pocket and then permitted him to lower his hands 
“ What business had you with the subject upstairs ^ ” 

He had written to me concerning the renting of a room 
m my fiat, sir and then as he did not keep the appoint- 
ment he had made I decided to call upon him ” 

‘‘ Where is your fiat situated ” 

“ Upon Mar Street, in Barceloneta ” 

“ Number ^ ” 

22, second door ” 

“ H’m, little use to come here for a tenant, I should think ” 
“As you say, sehor, but I did not know that when I first 
made the appointment ” 

“ You know that Arolas is dead, of course ’’ 

“ I have just been told this very minute ” 

“ How long have you been in Barcelona ^ ” 

“ Nearly two months upon this occasion , formerly I repre- 
sented my firm, of engineers, m this city and m Madrid for 
many years ” The pleasant invention impressed the guards 
Nothmg so much impresses a Spaniard as the profession of 
engineering , that was ever the soundest card to play m any 
possible circumstance How fortunate that the old A E U. 
fitters had accustomed him to speak of himself as an engineer, 
and that “ We . . , Austen Chamberlain, etc ” had borne 
testimony to the description 

“ I see, sir. Perhaps you would show me your passport ” 

“ With pleasure ” Francis did his best to restrain the 
blundering effusiveness that threatened to invade his speech. 
He thrust his hand into the inner breast pocket His fingers 
closed round two letters and the passport. Once more the 
blood tingled m his scalp What luck the guard had asked 
him to withdraw the passport ^ The letters would have been 
undemable evidence of his occupation in Barcelona One 
was a coded document of instructions from the International 
and the other his monthly allowance cheque drawn upon the 
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fenoceut and unlcnowing agents of the Moscow Narodny 
Bamk, After inspecting the passpoit the guard intimated that 
Francis might go, and then, detaining him again, questioned 
him about La Roja 

“ One moment, sir, this woman — she did not think it fit to 
aiiswer our question Who is she and what 

The obvious explanation came at once to Chaiing’s lips, 
and then seeing the girl’s mvoluntary expiession he checked 
Mmseif He shrugged his shoulders, there was no possibility 
of fencing He screwed himself up, yet the answer made him 
wince as he delivered it 

A casual pick-up, sir — nothmg more — you understand ” 
Very good — you may go — ‘ y que aproveche,’ may it 
profit you ^ ” 

Teresa had loweied hex head and made no definite move- 
ment He impelled her lightly with his hand “ Your letter, 
sir,” said the guard and handed him the papers With con- 
fused words of thanks he hurried away, the girl nervously 
clutching at his arm 

Francis decided to go at once to the Centre and confei 
•with Alonso and Texido about the fate tnat had befallen 
Arolas 

The Murcians assured him that his fears were groundless , 
the murder, reported in the evening press, had been the ter- 
mination of some private quarrel There was no occasion foi 
remorse Alonso had seen that Francis was suffering from 
iSiis, and had put his arm round his shoulders m sympathy 
and encouraged him to speak freely and at length Without 
attaching any importance to the matter, and solely because 
voluble speech seemed to ease his mental discomfort, he 
descnbed Vicente’s visit to the restaurant in New St Francis 
Street. Mechanically he laid the newspaper cutting on the 
table Alonso looked at it mdifferently and then, starting, 
^rang to his feet 

‘‘ M’carven Deu I knew it, I knew it ^ ” He pounced 

on the cuttmg, it trembled m his hand An expression of 
profound sorow crossed Alonso’s face as he sat down on the 
chair which La Roja had placed behind him 

“ Friends, this is my fault, I should have known it — oh dies 
mio . ” 

It was the dwarf who supphed the key Taking hold of the 

186 



CONSEQUENCES OF ESCAPADE 

cutting upside down he turned it round and after a moment^ 
scrutiny ejaculated . 

‘‘ Soller, the Mallorcan — himself” 

Alonso called over other workers by name 
“ Do you see this, companion This is the photograph of 
a man we met a few da^s ago in an affair in a lodging 
house The affaii I described m the verses hanging up on the 
notice board Weil, this companion says that Arolas, the friend 
who was shot down in Cires Street last night, brought this cutting 
to him a while previously and asked him to mdentify it Our 
companion here also agrees that it is a portrait of a certain 
man we met durmg the affair It is incredible — I can hardly 
believe it, friends, but yet I must Is there anyone who re- 
members the times just after the war — ^durmg the . . . the 
civii war here m Barcelona ” A chorus of response 

Then here is the cutting Is the^e an>one who remembers 
that face ” The cutting was passed round the murmuring 
circle 

Yes, I do That’s a photograph of Seller, the Mallorcan 
gunman, he murdered my brother-in-law.” The speaker 
looked round at his group of particular friends “ The bosses^ 
gunman , my sister’s husband was a leader in the builders* 
strike — they stitched him up with bullets m the open 
street ” 

“ Then Soller is in Barcelona ” Silence followed Alonso’s 
words, then dissent 
No, no ” 

“ That’s impossible ” 

‘‘ The Mallorcan was found dead ” 

A few days after the Mico was killed ’* 

“ He was shot by his own gang, they say ” 

“ Bravo Portillo the ex-chief of Police ordered him to be 
shot ” 

‘‘ I tell you I’ve seen this man heie m Barcelona ” 

Vilanova and Vails testified that the cutting was a likened 
of the bully seen in the San Ramon lodging house There 
was a little laughter when Isidro put in, looking round fiM* 
approval * ** Then we shall have to kill Soller all over agam.** 
There were a few quiet affirmations of “ That’s right.” 
Francis stood up. Friends, this is my personal affair, Fw 
a right to be heard There’s to be no taiang the law into our 
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own hands If this man Seller is the murderer then we must 
go to the police None of our group is to be implicated m 
what may after all be justice, but which would still be wrong 
for us to take pait in, possessing the ideas that we do. We are 
not anarchists ” 

‘‘ That’s true — it’s anarchism has lead to this ” Alonso was 
really speaking to himself, nevertheless there was some assent 
from those around him 

It’s no use gomg to the police,” the worker who had 
identified the cutting was speaking hotly “ What’ll they do 
They’ll arrest him and then throw earth over the whole business 
He’ll get away as he did before This Seller was m the pay 
of the police and the bosses, is there anyone who doubts that 
Weil, you’ve got a government of police and bosses right 
enough now, are they gomg to give us justice I tell you, 
companion, that man is responsible for scores of deaths Three 
hundred of our leaders were shot down m the yeais 1919 to 
1921 by this man’s hand and others Is he to go without 
justice ” 

** He shot the Sugar Boy,” the dwarf interjected The 
Sugar Boy was the nickname of Salvador Segui, the mcorrup- 
tible, and the most intelligent leader the Catalan workers 
ever had 

No, he didn’t shoot the Sugar Boy,” one or two protested 
weakly. 

It was Sabater he shot ” Individual crimes weie named 
from all parts of the room 

Alonso mounted a chair “ Companions, I’m gomg to lend 
my voice to our friend Francisco’s appeal There’s to be no 
personal justice done We’ve begun this new attempt to find 
a way out of the forest that has darkened the lives of us workers 
and we’ll stick to it I’m not hiding things, we all know what 
we are doing here We’ve commenced the right way, let us 
go on the right way, thinking out our problems, working out 
a plan of salvation to lead us on to something better than the 
sordid life we live. Friends — is this always to be so Vicente 
Arolas, our companion, is dead It may be true that Seller 
shot him to prevent exposure — well — let society, imperfect as 
It IS, deal with Seller One of us — I will myself — I will take 
the place of our friend, who is a foreign worker, and go to the 
police.” 
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No ! No ^ ” a timversai chorus of dissent. ** They’ll blame 
you ” 

They’ll put yon in Montjuich ” 

Elipe, the strong man, who had entered from the library 
where he had been hammering up shelves, hfted his arms 
above the heads of the gatheimg 

“ No, compamons — let us not ask for the capitalists’ law to 
give us justice Let us take it, even if I have to strangle the 
assassin with these arms ” 

There was a roar of applause Francis spiang up on to a 
chair beside Alonso , the Murcian energetically waved him 
down and obtained silence at orce , Martinez’s more extrava- 
gant rhetoric was m the tradiiion of Spanish taste 

“ Friends, let us not defile the memory of our dead com- 
rade with sentimentalities You, Eiipe,” Alonso’s scorn was 
terrible, “ will you seize a moment like this to make fresh 
boasts of your strength — will you insult our companion who 
has gone by your cheap rhetonc YouTl strangle him with 
those mighty aims ^ — and Arolas, if he might, would rise from 
his death and confront you with words that would take the 
stupid pride from that feeble body of yours There is some- 
thmg stronger than a boaster’s hands — Death And there 
must be somethmg stronger than this — the workers’ sense of 
justice. Is there any man here who will tell me that in his 
heart I am not right ” 

There was a shout of “ Yes * ” 

Francis stood up and the Murcian allowed him to speak. 

** Companions — no, comrades — ^let us sweep away from this 
discussion all the clouds of our passion Granted that anger 
IS noble — and I admit it, comrades, that my heart has also 
been crying out for revenge, and I know Alonso’s too has been 
the same — let us think a moment of the consequences of our 
action, if we should execute this man ourselves 

Consider How did this sad business begin Years ago 
— before even your time The workers, desperate m their 
misery, accepted the first doctrine of revolt that came their 
way, seizing upon it, believing it, thinkmg it, dreaming it, in 
sorrow and anguish pinmg for a nobler order of society. That 
doctrine was anarchism ‘ Let us detroy all law, for it is 
weighted against us Let us raze the State to the ground, for 
It IS the servant of kmgs and pnests and capitalists Let us 
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acknowledge no man master, no bonds, no moralities, for no 
man is good enough to be master, nor do the workexs need 
bonds ’ This was the dream You organized, you ” 

Elipe was climbing on to a chair also Alonso leapt up 

“ You, the strong man,” he pointed into Elipe’s face, “ I 
say this society should throw you out of its doors Dis- 

grace ^ Disgrace * Any strolling mountebank can tnck you 
into climbing on to a table and looking like a whipped clown 
— you press forward on to the sacred . ” 

The rest of the sentence was lost in the uproar as Elipe 
charged through the crowd towards Alonso Those nearest 
the Murcian’s chair flung themselves upon the infuriated man, 
entreating him, pleading with him One arm broke loose and 
Viianova leceived the blow m his face , he sprang at Ehpe 
seekmg to land his blows upon the face Francis took him 
by the waist m a hipe and swung him away from the wrestling 
man No one heeded his shouts He looked lound and 
dashed to pull the blind down, there might be police on the 
Plaza Real 

There was a sudden dimmuendo m the uproai He turned, 
fearful of mtrusion La Roja was standing m front of Elipe 
trying to push away the arms of those who were hoidmg him. 

“ Comrades,” she was saying, “ comrades ^ ” The voices 
died down Let him go, he won’t do anything foohsh now, 
let him go ^ Elipe — promise me you won’t hurt him — ^Alonso 
He was wrong to say what he did, but you were wrong too ” 
The girl was talking with a quiet seiiousness and a freedom 
from passion that impressed them all They released Elipe, 
he stood sulkily fuming without looking at anybody m person. 
The girl began again to talk directly to him, scolding him for 
dishonourable behaviour, and then reproached the Murcian 
for provoking him 

“ All right, daughter ” Alonso was smihng at Teresa with 
bewilderment “ I’m sorry Elipe, you fool, I’m sorry, do 
you hear ” 

When the quarrel had been smoothed over there was once 
more a general call for Charing to continue He climbed back 
on to the chair and began 

“ There was once a learned Spanish theologian who lived 
long ago when the Inquisition was a hvmg reahty He was 
(Voice — * Not so long ago ^ ’) a professor at a University, 
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which one I forget, and he wrote a book in which he advocated 
certain doctrines that displeased the cardinals He vas tried 
and sentenced and suffered ten or fourteen years imprison- 
ment, one or the other Well, at last the Roman Curia decided 
that the doctrine was to become orthodox and fasmonable so 
they let him out of prison and he was given back his university 
post He had meanwhile become famous because of the 
injustice done to him On the first day of his new course of 
lectures the hall was crowded, with idle-mmded students and 
others who expected and hoped to hear his denunciation of 
the Holy Office Instead of which he just climbed into the 
lecturer’s pulpit, looked up from his paper and said ‘ As I 
was saying . . and went on with his interruptea lecture of 
fourteen years before ” 

There was general appreciation of the anecdote 
Well, I am no theologian,” continued Francis, “ but, as 
I was saying . — they were ail good-humoured again — 
“ you organized, hoping to realize your dreams, against a cruel 
and treacherous enemy Now, I’m not gomg to say who first 
began the terrible battle of pistols which at last broke out 
Nor does it matter — there can only be one party to blame m 
this When the rich and mighty of the land abuse their 
privileges ” (A voice — “ When ^ They always do ^ ”) “ as 
they have ever done, when they use thcir might and power, 
woise, when they use their leammg and culture to mamtam 
the worker m the state m which we still live here m this city 
— when they burn and imprison and torture honest men up 
there in Montjuich as they still do . . There was a storm 
of applause “ Then I say that the moral blame for the first 
shot, even if that came from a worker, is upon their own 
heads If there were a God in heaven or upon earth, then I 
would stand up before him and say ‘ You dare not charge us 
with that crime, you gave powder into their hands and this is 
the desolation they have made ’ 

At last the battle broke out Perhaps there were among us 
foolhardy extremists who took the pistol and the bomb m the 
fight against the employers First the manufacturer Barret 
fell, then . 

An old man with the face and stoop of a scholar hfted a 
hand ‘‘ Let Serrador speak,” shouted several 

Senor Speaker — ^you will pardon my interpellation but I 
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would like to add something to your knowledge of the case of 
Barret Serrador spoke in a distinguished Castilian^ he had 
been a senior administrator m the pre-Dictatonal Home Office 
‘‘ Sefior Barret was not slam by the workers but by German 
spies During the World War the chief of the German Secret 
Service m this country was one Baron Koenmg He was not 
a nobleman but an ex-waiter, an adventuier of the worst type 
One of his tasks was to prevent the Catalan manufacturers 
from supplying Fiance wath ammunition He succeeded very 
well for a while and then Barret, one of the most avaricious of 
capitalists, dehed Koenmg and contracted with the French 
Government The spy’s retort was death, his gunman shot 
Barret one night as he was leaving his villa The syndicates 
were blamed for this crime because true to their prmciples 
they had struck repeatedly against the manufactuie of muni- 
tions designed to be the death of their brothers m other lands 
After the War, sehor speaker, Baron Koemng organized a band 
of gunmen and placed them at the service of the State and the 
employers m their struggle against the workers All this I can 
substantiate, I was dismissed for bringing the facts to senior 
notice I thank you, sir ” Serrador bowed deeply and 
motioned to those about him to be silent. 

‘‘ In the battle which followed,” contmued Francis, “ over 
three hundred workers ” (A Voice — “ Four hundred ”) 
“ yes, nearly four hundred workers lost their lives from the 
bullets of those assassins ” (A Voice — “ What about the Law 
of Flight ”) “ Yes — I remember that also I was here, 

I once got a job, my first job on the docks, because of 
that Law of Flight Silvestre Roig, one of your pickets 
during a strike, had been arrested overnight and locked up 
m the cells of the Old Prison Well, I’ve been in the old 
prison myself, they took me there once before movmg me 
to the Model after a shindy in a place where no honest 
worker ought to be I know the Old Prison Is there 
anyone who will believe that anyone could escape from 
such cells ” 

(A chorus of No’s ”) “ Well then, you know the usual 
note m the press, the tame press, that a prisoner, Silvestre 
Roig, had been shot while attemptmg to escape He was 
found in the street right enough, with four bullets m his body, 
fixed from behind. Can you picture it, my comrades ? Our 
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companion was lying m that lightless dungeon, infested with 
vermm, starved or revolted with filthy food, filled with alarm 
and despair, cut off from all defence, all advocacy And then 
the governor of the prison opens the cell door m person and 
shines a light upon him ‘ I beg your pardon, Senor Roig, 
but we have made a mistake * ‘ A mistake ‘ Yes, a mistake, 

you are not guilty of any crime, your liberty is restored to 
you, you may go ’ Think of our comrade rising m joyful 
haste from that hce-ridden bed of planks and blankets ; he 
goes with light step to the prison gates , they are opened ; 
they close with a clang as he emerges mto freedom — he walks 
up the street with a song upon his lips, perhaps the moon is 
shining peacefully down on to the street, he hears music and 
he hurries forward to meet his comrades and then Crack 1 a 
rifle sounds behind him, or pistols, three more reports, and he 
falls groanmg mto the gutter, there to sleep his last sleep, with 
four bullets m his back Another lean man, another thinker, 
another dangerous rebel removed — while the cardinals, the 
bishops and the priests pray for the king and the mighty ones 
of the land, and curse the atheist revolutionary who torments 
the peace of the realm Is it any wonder that imprisoned men 
dread the order for release Is it a matter for marvel that a 
wife or mother, hearmg that a man of her body or blood was 
to be liberated, would burst mto a flood of tears, terrified lest 
the next morning she lead that so-and-so was shot while es- 
caping from prison My comrades, I speak a little wildly 
perhaps, it may be that I have given vent to my passions . . . 
We must continue our argument . . . The battle broke out, 
and if share m that guilt is ours then it lests upon the con- 
sciences of those evil teachers who deluded the workers with 
impossible doctrmes For my part, I am certam that among 
them — the F A I , the Iberian Anarchist Federation — were 
men who drew the pistol m that struggle I am certam that 
they have fastened their hold upon our syndicates and have 
turned them away from the true revolutionary struggle into 
these abortive riots and strikes which afflict us more than the 
masters You have only to read Bakoumn, their theorist, to 
understand what romantic haloes they put around the Sacred 
Riot. And what have they accomplished from all this agony 
— what has emerged ^ Nothmg But this is unnecessary now 
. . . Our friend, Vicente Aurolas, has fallen because of that 
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crirmnai misguidance of our class If we strike back we de- 
mean ourselves, we become anarchists, tormentors of our class 
spirituality If we strike back we shall give excuse for fresh 
oppression — the consequences of the pistol and the bomb ever 
fell upon the working class Do you remember Rail, the police 
spy who placed bombs m cafes, in music halls, in clubs, in a 
few empty houses of the wealthy Just because the anarchist 
madness had lam quiet for a while and the government had 
been forced to invent outrages in order to justify their oppres- 
sion, exercised m fact in benefit of Property And then when 
the criminal had been detected, had been executed and the 
workers had obtained a few months’ comparative respite, some 
fanatic, in order to express his sacred personality or to destroy 
the ‘ peace ’ lest our class forget its revolutionary ambitions, 
must throw another bomb And, more terrible than before, 
that oppression was laid upon us again 

“ No, fi lends, let us not plague our class with new visitations 
We have here our own place of thought, m that room yonder 
we are building our hbrary Let us enrich our minds with 
studies, culture, music and companionship, preparing for our 
own revolution Let us mourn our fallen comrade, but do 
not let us commit acts which would cause him to mourn could 
he be aware of them ” 

Francis climbed down, trembling m all his body He had 
spent himself m the effort to persuade the Circle, and he felt 
he had succeeded He hated the sensationalism that had 
swept mto his appeal, but there had been ho help for it, no 
doubt this dishke was no more than the English intellectual’s 
contempt for feeling and especially felt moralities, he reasoned 

He asked permission to leave, and then, accompanied by 
Teresa, left the building He was confident that Alonso, 
especially guided by Texido, would be able to deal with any 
recrudescence of the discussion 

As he escorted La Roja back to the University Square, he 
was conscious that the girl’s admiration had deepened to 
something approaching worship He was frank with himself, 
and admitted that he liked this exaggerated devotion, while 
wammg himself against it The girl had allowed one or two 
trams to pass while she lingered eagerly talking of the dispute 
between anarchism and communism, and then as she was 
wavmg good-bye to him from the rear platform, unhooked 
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the safety chain and jumped off the tram Rejoimng Francis 
she explained that Doctor Mariscal, who had left the house 
in response to an urgent demand from the hospital the night 
before Chaiing’s last visit to Muntanei, bad not yet returned. 
A telephone call had re\ealed the fact that he was not at the 
hospital, nor had the Medical Director Icnown where he was 
When did you ring up ” Charing asked as Teresa was 
about to express her fears 

‘‘ Just after you called me — early this evemng 
Was Mariscal called to the hospital by a telephone message 
the mght he left Muntaner ” 

“ I am not suie I think there was a call — because some 
time before the car arrived he told the fishman he would have 
to leave shortly ” 

"‘A car came for him, you say, did you see it*? Can you 
remember anything about it ” 

‘‘Yes, I went out with Dr Manscal’s bag to the gate I 
heard him call out to someone from the door, telling him to 
wait a moment Rivat the name was ” 

“ Rivat Are you suie It was some nights ago . 

“ Quite sure — Rivat is my second name — my mother’s ” 

“ Ah ^ — well — let’s ring up Rivat then and see if he is all 
right ” 

They went round to the Cafe Zurich in the Plaza de Cata- 
lunya and consulted the telephone directory , there were two 
doctors Rivat The first call, the most probable, received no 
answer The second was answered by a woman’s and then a 
moment later by a man’s voice Doctor Ri\at had also dis- 
appeaied, upon the same night as Mariscal 

It was too late to make further inquiries, nor could he be of 
any immediate assistance m the afiair There seemed httle 
doubt that it was one more of the innumerable cases of pre- 
ventative detention Tliere had probably been a governmental 
rumour of a republican plot or another such scare m admmis- 
trative circles No doubt others had been arrested also. 
To-morrow would be soon enough to make inquiries, and it 
was m any event a matter for the republicans The truth was 
that the world m which Mariscal lived and moved now seemed 
coldly remote from Francis , his concern was not really 
stirred, despite personal likmg for the doctor 
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SENORITA HAIRCOMBS DELIVERS JUDGMENT 

At lunch time Francis apologized to the gang on the S S 
Coats worth, a British ship out of Leith from which they w^ere 
discharging sieved gravels, and hastened to his rooms and 
there changed his clothes During the morning it had occurred 
to him that possibly Mariscal had been arrested for complicity 
m the escape of de Riviere In that case his own part m the 
adventure might already be known to the authorities, or would 
filter through to them 

It had been an unhappy mormng Alonso had made brave 
attempts to create a good humour amongst them without 
success He had sung some of their favourite songs, and m 
addition one or two new verses of his own composition These, 
invariably satirxcal allusions to events of the day, or in dis- 
paragement of public personages, rarely failed to amuse by 
their neat if scandalous point Some years ago the bishops 
and senior clergy of the northern provinces had met m solemn 
state to discuss whether or not the hair of La Moremta, the 
brown doll-like image of the Virgin venerated at Monserrat, 
should be dyed, and if so, what hue it should be dyed. This 
important event had called from Alonso, a recent arrival m the 
city, some magmficently satirical verses that had shortly been 
sung by half Barcelona He himself stdl sang them upon 
request They were thoroughly legitimate lampoons of the 
kind extinct among professional writers According to 
Alonso, first one bishop had proposed brown and then another 
pink, while a third suggested blonde A fat archdeacon whom, 
by happy thought, Alonso had made the exact portrait of the 
poet, the Arch-Priest of Hita, had promptly objected to this 
last hue on the ground that Spamards do not prefer blondes 
Not many who had enjoyed that somewhat scurrilous hit had 
been able to appreciate the entire appropriateness of the 
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reference to that pleasant clerical rake, one of the earliest and 
best of Spanish poets 

To-day the Murcian’s efforts had been unavailing; the 
gloom of Vicente’s death had defied the scintillation of his \v2t 
to dispel It , indeed, Alonso himself had been as keenly 
affected by the tragedy, the a^arf also, “ sadistic little wretch 
as he was ” m Alonso’s description of hmi 

To Francis the thoughts which this event had aroused were 
unbearably oppressive He had often reasoned about such 
an occurrence, and had decided that he would be completely 
indifferent to sentimental reflections should it eventuate 
Ugly things were bound to cross the path of a revolutionary, 
especially m such a country In forethought he had concluded 
that death m itself was not a tragedy, that, ignoring the personal 
consequences for related circles, the death of a man was nothing 
to mourn He had definitely used the words “ related circles ” 
m his reflection over the possibility, it was a less sentimental 
term than ‘‘ family ” or “ beloved ones,” besides, he had not 
found family to be coincment with “ loved ones ” Supposing 
a man fell m the battle of class, men indeed fell almost every 
day in such struggles, w^as one to be grief-stricken or cowardly 
about the matter Even if he fell while beneath one’s own 
command Did a general mourn the loss of a private ? 
Collectively and publicly, yes Did a statesman mourn the 
loss of an Indian judge killed by terrorists Publicly, yes, 
but in private he was no doubt thoroughly grateful for the 
justification He, Charing, would be as firm and unmoved if 
the event occuned within the field of his experience 

The death of Arolas, a man he had known but a few days 
and With whose chaiacter he was not wholly m sympathy, had 
struck him a severe and unbalancing blow He told himself 
that it was due to the nervous tension to which his folly with 
Elizabeth and Lydia had subjected him It was as much the 
effect of the physical privation he w^as experiencing, he argued. 
The popular superstition that a psychological trouble analysed 
and explained is a tiouble conjured away had been proved 
pitiably false 

He sorted out the terms of the matter. Had Arolas been 
executmg ordeis given by him, or acting upon suggestions 
proceeding from him ^ No Then he, Francis, could not be 
responsible for the man’s death Of course noi. Yet the fact 
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remained that a fortnight ago Vicente had been unsuspectingly 
woikmg in his factory without thought of the end rapidly 
approaching him Lie had had friends, loves perhaps, interests, 
occupations, a woi Id and orbit of Ins own And now he was 
probably lying in governmental canvas in a mean grave. Non- 
sense, he told himself, a purely chronological description and 
msufficiently exact also Why had Arolas been carrying the 
newspaper cutting He had clearly a long history of revenge- 
ful waiting, he had been entangled m these nets of violence 
for yeais His death was the result of political, or perhaps 
private quarrels, years old In addition, the weaver might 
have worked quietly m the Centre for years had it not been for 
the ca'^ual mtrusion of that adventure with the Rodoas That 
was in no way a political event, it might have happened to any 
high-spinted worker, or to a lagging student, the escapade 
had become a popular story , it was clear no censure could be 
laid upon him for such an occurrence 

But m spite of this and the fact of his opposition to the 
general desiie for vengeance upon the supposed murderer, 
which latter gave him a ceitam sense of moral rectitude, he 
could not shake off the accusmg gloom which clouded his mind 
How fantastic was Chance, how bizarre and mcalculable the 
pattern of causahty. Life seemed to loom up before him as a 
monstrous compendium of accidents, chances, and msign'fi- 
rant details, any one of which details might suddenly and fan- 
tastically leap mto importance , it was like watching a telephone 
operator’s call board First one and then another unrelated 
signal might be given and then a group of signals and then 
silence, followed by a sohtary buzz in the top comer of the 
board The operator could know nothing of the purpose 
behind those calls, the identity of the caller was obscure or 
totally unknown, his business and the upshot of it all One 
thing was certain, that the call board represented the outer 
world to the opeiator, and that world was proceedmg in its 
niachine-like and synchromzed activity in virtue of purpose 
(ignoring the radical criticisms of the Behaviouiists) It might 
even be that a rhythmic and asymmetrical succession of buzzes 
occurring in one section of time might be intimately con- 
nected, imght have related purposes The operator, or the 
observer of the world’s activities, to translate the simile, could 
not know them That was the job of a politician, especially a 
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revolutiomst, to try to overhear, or to tap all those conver- 
sations, to get a glimpse of the secret causalities 

At times the task v^as most depressing, the most unexpected 
and casual things seemed to determine the course of history 
The role of Chance, of carelessness m particular, was immense 
and fundamental. Those tom papers in his overcoat pocket, 
for instance, A careless oversignt — it might have cost him 
liberty — that carelessness had cancelled another, the 
carrying of the two letters m his breast pocket De Riviere’s 
carelessness m standing upon tne balcony of the mn was 
another instance It had saved them arrest The freak 
intrusion of the Rodoas had given them the Centre, and had 
removed Arolas from the world , perhaps the chain of causality 
was not yet exhausted and that insignificant, rather mean and 
unlikabie couple were to have yet further consequences 
At times Francis even felt a twinge of doubt, doubts which he 
promptly and inexoiably chased from his mind At moments 
It seemed almost as if politics were an absurdity, the result of 
an action could not possibly be foreseen m such a world 
Intelhgent control and conscious pursuit of an ideal weie 
quixotic endeavours or vain di earns 

That might have been the basis for a philosophy of Con- 
servatism, had Its adherents ever felt the need for a philosophy, 
save that such a politic could therefore never be urged in a 
spirit of pride and vainglory, but rather in one of infinitely sad 
regiet Besides, the fantastic dreams of Utopia which Con- 
servatism indulged m even more instantly dissolved before 
that particular acid of doubt The dream of a peaceful and 
just Empire, the dream of a humane and logical capitalism, the 
minor dreams of Protection and so on, all of them m\olved an 
understanding of causalities far moie minute and subtle than 
the revolutionaiy initiation of commumsm could demand 
That speculation was an illusory^ stalemate for the whole of 
human endeavour, and he dismissed it as often as it reappeared. 

He was glad ot something to do in the lunch hour MariscaFs 
disappearance did not arouse profound emotion m him, but it 
just completed a galvamc circuit in his wiU. 

He decided to go at once to Trepat House, and fortunately 
found that Guillermo had returned Don Gumersmd greeted 
him from the office and pressed him to stay to dinner 
After the meal Francis drew the son aside and explamed 
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bnefiy the cause of his visit He detected a certam pleasure m 
having important news m Guillermo’s alarm, but was relieved 
when Trepat offered to take the whole mattei out of his hands. 
He would at once call the remainder of the emergency com- 
mittee together Charing had also wished to meet Ricardo 
again, but the ’cellist did not put m an appearance at the table 
and his absence was not commented upon 

Returning to Mai Street to change for the afternoon’s labour, 
he found that a letter had arrived from Miro, the ichthyologist, 
cordially accepting his invitation to lecture at the Centre 

The afternoon went a little more agreeably, though a sudden 
rainstorm made the work very unpleasant The momentous 
decisions taken by several factory groups belonging to the 
metallurgical industry prevented undue despondency in the 
evening In this syndicate there had long been acute dis- 
satisfaction v^ith the anarchist policies of the leaders Mayo 
Borret, a welder formerly at the Hispano-Suiza works, had 
obtamed work with Magrans, sheet-metal worker Not so 
active as his friend, Borret possessed the instinctive flair for 
propaganda The combination had been most effective In 
eleven factories groups were in process of organization, can- 
didates for official posts would be advanced within the syn- 
dicates, an attack was projected on an editorial appointment on 
La Solidandad Obtera, the anarcho-syndicalist daily, shortly 
to emerge from compulsory retirement It really appeared as 
if the tempo of the movement was getting too fast, it might 
even have to be letarded a little It was good Bolshevism 
never to let enthusiasm outrun practical necessity Everything 
should be held back until it was vitally necessary or peifectly 
opportune 

That night, after the conference, he felt more easy at heart, 
and going down by bus towards the North East Cemetery set 
out to walk back to Mai Street by the whole length of the 
wharves Though it was late there was still some activity on 
one of the English boats, and for a while he engaged m a 
shouted conversation with one or two of the deckhands, and 
then strobed on towards the Colon As he was passing one of 
the brick stacks, Haircombs once again gave him a cheery hail 
She had no fire, but the port guaids had allowed her to fry 
some butifarra at their devil, and she was now engaged m 
eating her meal. 


200 



seRorita haircombs delivers judgment 

He sat down upon an upturned bucket and began to question 
her about the day’s events To bis surprise she flung her meal 
down upon the sacking and stood up abruptly and comraenced 
to rave at him, calling him a blackguard and a liar, a decei\er, a 
dishonourable scamp and a disgrace to the gentlemen 

‘‘ But, senonta,” he protested, God Almighty, sefiorita, 
what have I done that >ou should call me th^s The old 
iady did not interrupt her denunciations at his protest, and 
then at last sat down, and shakmg her nnged hand m his face, 
shouted 

‘‘ You piomised me, you promised me — I thought you were 
a proper gentleman ” 

Promised you what, sefionta, and what makes you think 
I’d break a promise if I’d made it ” 

“ You shot him and you pronused me, here on this very spot, 
that you wouldn’t ” 

“ I didn’t, I didn’t ” He could only make boyish denials , 
It was too fantastic of Haircombs to imagine that he could have 
shot Arolas, for he assumed that she referred to the weaver. 

“ Yes, you did I saw it m La Noche, last night — a senora 
who keeps a shoe shop m Sans gave me the paper, I read it 
with my own eyes ” Haircombs was jumping up and down 
on her seat with wraib, her combs slipped out of place, and she 
put up her hands to adjust them, keepmg up a hail of abuse the 
while 

Yes, you did You shot him m the back outside his 
lodgings, I know it was him because you sent him a letter — 
you made me take it, oh you blackguard, you made me take a 
letter to him and then the police came here last night and 
shouted at me because I wouldn’t sing — you’re not fit to work 
With my gentlemen ^ ” 

“ What the devil are you saying, senonta, for the love of 
God, I tell you I didn’t shoot Arolas, how could I ^ Listen, 
senonta. I can prove w'here I was, I can bring friends to show 
where I was. Alonso, your he hesitated about the 

grotesquely applied word, your sweetheart — I was with him ” 

“ Alonso, my novio, was down here Saturday night,” Hair- 
combs used the word with perfect naturalness. 

“ I know, but after . . Senonta, listen. Arolas was a 
friend of mine, a weaver He had enemies and a few days ago 
we met one of them It was a gunman who shot him ” 
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** But I heard you threaten to shoot him over on Western 
when he was loading baskets ” 

“He was a weaver, I’ve told you, a weaver Francis shouted 
at the eccentric woman “ He didn’t work m the docks ever, 
how m God’s name could I thi eaten to shoot him on Western ” 
“ But you promised me not to kill him ” 

“ Yes, I know,” he agreed, w^eary of the impossible task of 
explaimng the matter to her 

She began again to abuse him and he got up and walked 
away It was absurd of him to be indignant at the woman’s 
crazy accusation, but he could not dismiss the matter so lightly. 
He argued and expostulated in his mind as he strode along, 
kicking pieces of coal angrily What could an old fool like 
Haircombs matter to him In the midst of such thoughts he 
remembered with pleasure that Haircombs had said she had 
not “ sung ” The notes he had sent Vicente were not signed, 
of course, and the police ascertaining that she had delivered 
one of them, possibly intended to decoy Arolas away from 
frequented spots, had tried to obtain knowledge of the sender 
through the old woman He laughed uneasily as he pictured 
the officers trying to extract information fiom poor old Hair- 
combs They had shouted at her, she had complained 
Well yes, they would have shouted Everybody concerned 
would ha\e shouted. 
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FURTHER CONSEQUENCES OF ESCAPADE 

The following day the Somerfoid Abbey steamed into Barcelona 
Harbour and took moonngs in the Bertran Basin After work 
Francis called at the ship and found Prestcott confined to his 
bunk with a feverish chill He was very pleased to have con- 
genial company He mquired about de Riviere, about the 
condition of affairs m the city, and then referred to de Riviere 
again , finally, as Francis had not referred to the girl, he 
inquired concerning La Roja. Francis did not cordially enjoy 
his reference to Teresa, but volunteered the story of her hfe as 
far as he knew it He had pieced together from newspaper 
accoimts the history of the Figols strike m which her father 
and brother had been leaders, and at the conclusion of which 
the father, seeing the abortive revolt breaking mto pieces, had 
barncaded himself mto his house and endured a three hours’ 
siege, wounding two civil guards before surrendermg after the 
house had been fired The elder of Teresa’s brothers had 
been arrested and sentenced to life imprisonment for alleged 
possession of explosives His defence had been that they 
belonged to the mines and were properly in his care The 
foreman who he declared had entrusted the explosives to him 
had strangely disappeared and could not be found to give 
evidence Charged by de Riviere with havmg dishonourably 
ordered the detention and removal of the foreman, the Crown 
Prosecutor retorted that possibly the prisoner had himself 
assured the man’s absence The father had been found 
guilty of murder, a striker havmg been shot and the bullet 
declared to fit the father’s pistol, and despite universal protests, 
he was executed The brother was believed to be imprisoned 
m Montjuich, though the whereabouts of prisoners was never 
surely known A person arrested for ‘‘ preventative reasons,” 
that IS to say, guilty of disagreement with the Monarchy, might 
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be released penxuless at La Corana or Cadiz upon the other 
side of the country He would be left to find his way back to 
Barcelona as best he could, harried by police and spies, anxious 
to note m what quarters he obtained money Further arrests 
were likely to foliow if in the course of begging he unwittingly 
betrayed persons of like sentiments 

To Frestcott’s compaiison of Spam with Czanst Russia, 
Francis replied that it was certainly not so bloodthirsty a 
monarchy, nor was there a Siberia, though road-makmg in 
North Afiica was nearly as bad There was no need to add 
that hunger was more common than food Despite the circum- 
stances of the loss of his child, he added that m general the 
tyranny of the church was exasperating, contemptible and 
mteEectually pernicious rather than cruel, and that the wide- 
spread scepticism among the working classes did much to hold 
tins t3nranny m check Prestcott, so accustomed to think of 
Spam as, m Alfonso’s words to the Pope, a nation of twenty -two 
milhon Cathohes, was surprised to hear that a catholic workmg 
man was a comparative rarity in Catalimya and not very common 
m less advanced parts of Spam 

And La Roja — is theie any chance of her running down 
to see me I haven’t brought a parrot for pretty Nell but I 
should like to see her ” 

“ Well — I suppose so, young man, but what for Losing 
your head, by any chance ” 

“ Francis, how could you ’ I thought I’d like to see her, 
cheerful little kid, extraordmary type, you know I’ve often 
had a laugh at the way she turned up m that blanket as if she 
had gone out to feed the chickens instead of wandering about 
with fierce men over some of the most ankle-twisting hills I’ve 
ever trodden ” ^ 

“ Nimrod the great hunter speakmg ” 

“ Well, they are pretty rough, aren’t they ? I say, Francis ” 
— there was a sudden note of candour m the operator’s words — 
“ is there any reason why you don’t wish me to see La Roja ” 

“ Good Lord, no, why should you think that ” Channg 
replied hastily “ It struck me as a little odd to ask a Spanish 
lady to walk mto an Englishman’s bedroom, that’s all ” 

“ Bedroom » Oh tia mia — that’s Spanish for ‘ my aunt ’ m case 
you should be ignorant of the language, friend Charing But 
senously now, she’s not stuffy about things like that, is she ? ” 
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“ Your aunt I don’t know her, Mr. Prestcott ! ” 

“ Good heavens, no, I’m sure you don’t or you wouldn’t ask 
that question My younger brother and I ha\e a rather 
improper name for aunty, my biotner ts rather disgusting Fm 
afraid We call her the Dunstable Virgin, she wouldn’t go to a 
wedding feast at night, oh no, not even with lanterns ” 

“ Well, then, that’s settled, she is stuffy ” 

« Ass — excuse me calling you an ass, brother — I meant La 
Roja Besides, I’m an invalid, read my chart, dear doctor, 
the end must be near It’s an old gauge readings graph or 
something, I think You could bring me some flowers and 
grapes if you liked, it would help to keep up appearances ’ 

“ Well — I’ll ask her to come along No hope before Friday 
though I suppose you’ll still be here ” 

” Shall we ^ The old man goes hunting for cargoes himself 
these days, wanders round like a bull-fight tout selhng five 
peseta bleacher tickets or a cheap guide to nasty sights Wonder 
he doesn’t hang about the railway stations ‘ Carry your 
parcel, sir Nice four thousand tonner at your disposal, sir, 
carry your paicel*^ Hot day, sir! ’ We were m Genoa ten 
days Ten days of Genoa, Francis ^ And I don’t know 
enough Italian to keep vermicelli out of my soup, let alone 
amuse myself with youthful pleasantries. And it rained of 
course Oh to be m Italy, now that February’s theie ^ ” 

Shortly afterwards Francis left the Somerford Abbey ^ promis- 
ing to visit the operator as often as possible He set out for a 
sharp walk m order to discipline his thoughts There was to 
be a committee meeting at the Centre at mne o’clock from 
which he expected important consequences Valls’s report 
upon the Tarrassa situation was to be read, m addition to 
which the Catalan secretary was to present an account of the 
present state of the “ rabassaires ” movement The “ rabas- 
saires ” were cultivators of lands held under a cunous form of 
tenure pecuhar to Catalunya A great landowner, unable or 
unwilling to break a piece of virgin soil, would grant it m 
tenancy to anyone of sufficient experience who was willmg to 
pay a certam percentage of the crops as rent Leases of 
varying numbers of years were granted, the aim of the “ rabas- 
saire ” being to make it as long as possible Too often it 
happened that a tenant would sink capital, health and the 
labour of years m tammg the harsh, rocky soil of virgin hill 
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lands, only to see it taken from him by a proprietor unwilling 
to renew the lease once the land had been disciplined. The 
crop percentages were also vaned, from ten to forty per cent 
being paid Such was the land hunger of the petty farmers 
that some were wilhng to surrender fifty per cent to an owner 
who sank neithei capital, thought nor labour into the soil, but 
who enjoyed its fiuits from a distance One or two spon- 
taneous acts of violence had shown that despite the over- 
whelming weight of the Dictatorship and the complete muzzling 
of the Press, there was a movement of rebelhon among the 
“ tabassaires ” Here was the opportunity of uniting worker 
and peasant m one common assault upon the existing order 
Agricultural wages were comparatively high m Catalunya, 
some eight to ten pesetas — ^from four to five shillings — a day, 
while m the provmce of Avila mnepence a day was a common 
wage. In Andalucia, a region of farm labourers after the 
English model, wages were from three to five pesetas a day, 
m Salamanca two to three, m Extremadura three to four, in 
Segovia one and a half to two and a half pesetas a day That 
m Itself meant there was a mass of mmd-revoltmg hardship 
m the rest of Spam which ought to provide the motive force 
for the movement, if properly led But besides this, the 
average number of days worked per year was only two hundred 
at the outside ‘‘ The gay, music-lovmg peasant of Andalucia,” 
he had read m a popular book on Spam What a colossal 
Ignorance English writers showed There were few peasants 
m the agricultural parts of Andalucia And the country was 
starving and seething with the bitter spint of savage revolt 
Its very music was “ cante hondo^ the “ Song of the Depths.” 
A httle regretfully he had been forced to conclude that the 
peasants and labourers must be allowed to take the land for 
themselves No other solution was available, m no other way 
could they be persuaded to move Hope of collectivization 
and sociahzed effort upon the land was sheer ideahstic dreaming 
at this stage of the workers’ development 

Besides this, the mam lines of the speech he was to make on 
the land question, he pondered over the contmually recurring 
suggestion that the Centre should produce its own journal 
It would have to be illicit, of course 

He bought a copy of La Noche and sat at a stove behind one 
of the screens at the Cafe Espanol on Paralelo The wireless 
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was bawling from raucous loud-speakers bot ” dance music 
served out to an indifferent public by the American Corporation 
to which the light part of the programme had been leased 
Advertisements m Catalan increased his annoyance He had 
no appetite for food and ordered a glass of wine to follow his 
aperitif, hoping that it would aw^aken hungei It was while 
dunking this that he came across the column headed “ Another 
murder ” Where will things stop in Barcelona ” it began 
“ Duiing the early hours of this morning a masked band entered 
a common lodging house m San Ramon Street and, dragging 
out one whose papers declared him to be a certain Rogelio 
Largo, shot him before the propnetor s eyes We understand 
that an element of the profoundly sensational attaches to this 
enme, the identity of the dead man not being mdisputably 
established by the papers found upon him ” The rest of the 
paragraph had been blocked out by the censorship 

So the workers of the Centre had ignored his appeal after 
all, his conquest of their reason had been momentary and 
superficial, and nothing more A feeling of fearful sordidity 
swept m upon him, almost of loathing for the life going on 
around him These workers hurrying by, excitedly gesticu- 
latmg, perhaps at this very moment they w^ere going to enact 
some such wretched drama These apparently hght-hearted 
pations of the Espafiol chatting near him, perhaps they carried 
m their brains schemes and motives equally ignoble That 
sleek Catalan of middle-age, obese but not soft, with dark hair 
brushed firmly backwards, and gold in bis teeth • he seemed 
to Francis to sum up all of the world’s grossness and mean 
brutality He abandoned himself to this depression, and 
presently it seemed that everythmg beautiful, noble and smeere 
had vamshed from his once ardent faith, the faith which during 
these weeks had sustained him in the moral distress that: 
loneliness and his former folly had brought as consequence* 
Were the masses worth this efibrt This abandonment of 
comfort, this constant self-denial of pea<.e and natural enjoy- 
ment The things he had learned to love with a profound 
passion that astonished even himself were music and literature, 
music before all else Those few years in London had taught 
him the delights of the mind, of music not as a piece of 
dilettantism but as a profound experience Forced by the death 
of his wife and child to find new mterests, he had wandered 
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mto the world of mxisiCj not casually, for the love of it had 
always been with him, even during the years of gay, reckless 
amorality before he had met Angela and had been sobered by 
her barely avoided tragedy But nevertheless he had no more 
than W'andered into this world of beauty, because his entry 
had been without confidence m its appeal Music had sur-. 
vived the fire of early political enthusiasm and the long pressure 
of overwork in the Party, it had been the truest comfort when 
through that fresh breaking out of old mdiscipline he had 
thrown himself and others mto that futile vortex of emotion 
And he had sacrificed all that loveliness for the sake of a 
movement that had collapsed into the excrement of gutters 
As he sat before the synthetic marble table, bound with its base 
metal rim, there rose m his mind the glittering, shimmering 
memory of the Fire Music from the Ring, an early enthusiasm 
which later taste had tempered, the Fourth Symphony of 
Sibelius, that stark, significant carving in granite upon a 
desolate lake-side, which had forced him to reform all his 
assthetic standards , the subject of the scherzo of Beethoven’s 
Fifth and its progressive shrinking mto the merest whispering 
significance of sound, the most heart-quelling and mmd- 
hushing mystery in all music There was a httle passage in 
the Eleventh Pianoforte Sonata of Mozart, the little grace notes 
at the octave of the phrase which begins the second section of 
the minuet, the playing of this by Harriet Cohen had caught 
his breath by its sheer loveliness, he had expenenced that 
shuddering sense of perception which was his private signal of 
the presence of eternal beauty It was Mozart that he had 
loved to the point of fearing At last he had seen through 
the exterior aristocracy of that music into its inner and most 
pure of poetry To be truthful, at first it had made him doubt 
the honesty of his revolutionary views, how could one both 
sincerely love the music of Mozart and surrender oneself to 
the cause of a new world ? There were other paradoxical 
instances of this kmd, of course Rutland Boughton was a 
member of the Commumst Party, yet his best music was of the 
Celtic faery world, a realm Francis could not enter without a 
disquieting sense of intellectual imihorality To Mozart, 
Moussorgsky had been added and then the middle penod of 
Stravmsky He had fled m horror from Tristan and Parsifal, 
the latter mdeed had been to him little more than spiritual 
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obscenity A permanent order of gods had taken possession 
of him First the great Elizabethans, almost a collective 
personality, then Bach, Mozart, Beethoven, Monssorgsky and 
Stravmsk> , a grouping that amused the more sophisticated 
or less subtly discerning music lovers of his acquaintance 
The Busom way of playing Chopm had forced him to re- 
consider that music, but decision had finally gone against it 

But music was above all this question of name and kind the 
subtle diaphanous Idea of Music, that existed m his mmd 
almost as a shimmering, rustling, singing image, hke a curtain 
of dewed silks, silvered and starred and trembling, an image 
that always escaped analysis but which Francis had imagmed 
actually to be a refined audPory memory of the singing stnngs 
in the allegretto of the Seventh m A, when once that melody, 
sad in its lamenting loveliness, had mdicated its escape from 
the world by soaring above that persistent rhythm of the 
orchestra. It was this rare final image which haunted him now 
as he sat brooding over the sordidity of his world He had 
recently revisited a certain town of his youth, a little Mediter- 
ranean harbour which once he had visited with Angela In 
his memory the blue waters had lapped over clean cobbles 
against the very bases of lime-washed and delicately colouied 
houses The brilliant scrollings of fishing vessels had been 
permanently reflected in the silken water, dappled with the 
peach-blossom hues of the walls His memory of nights m 
that port had been of the whispermg magic of the sea washing 
over stones and of black masts pencillmg the starred sky. He 
had revisited the town and the image of loveliness had dis- 
appeared Fish ojffals httered the cobbles, the alley ways 
stank of fish and human ordure The ships were dull and 
squahdly dirty, the water of its imtidy harbour was greasy and 
full of refuse Its semi -bestial population had been alien to 
all poetry 

He had created a world of faith also The ideal of eventiml 
equality, to be achieved perhaps after centuries of effort, the 
ideal of universal culture, even more expensive, the quest of 
social justice, the insistent desire for a life whose mechanism 
should be as beautifully logical and exact as a mathematical 
equation (He had the musician’s respect for mathematics ) 
Ail this had built itself into a pure and radiant imaginary world 
of faith, beheved m not as a Utopia to be copied in a body of 
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imposed law, but just as the Beauty of Music is ever present m 
tbe mind of a musician during the labours of composition 

He had come to Barcelona with a restrained yet passionate 
ambition to be of service to Humanity as he understood it, a 
passion that in his present mood seemed nothing more than a 
vulgar sentimentalism The material city contrasted so terribly 
With the ideal, the romance of struggle was so belied by the 
Ignoble meanness of the real 

Eventually the sensation of physical sickness which had 
accompanied his disillusionment disappeared, and he subsided 
into dull mdifference Leaving the Espahol he took the 
funicular to the slopes of Montjuich, hoping to find some 
comfort m being away from and above the city 

As he stood lookmg down on the myriad hghts, the low pile 
of the fortress on his right seemed to be an ironic commentary 
of matter upon the force of Life Within its walls were scores 
of men, shut away from the world, suffermg tortures perhaps, 
for that still went on in Montjuich, for the crime against present 
society of which he was himself guilty “ Why do you torture 
yourselves with thought with struggle ” the black stones 
of the prison were questioning the agitated lights of the city, 
symbols of its dwellers “ The end of all things is nothing, 
the accomplishment of all struggle is nothing, life itself is 
nothing ” 

He could not bear the loneliness of the mountain side, and 
descended once more to Paralelo, and almost without willing 
It walked up Duero towards the juncture of the San Pablo 
Ronda He knew he could not face the Centre that night, he 
would seek distraction 

Upon the little plot of open ground at the junction a 
children’s roundabout was wheezing a quasi-folksong sardana, 
a circle of youngsters were dabbling their wretchedly shod 
feet m the mud as they tried to perform that most digmfied 
and noble of dances, their faces quietly radiant m the revolv- 
ing lights of the roundabout There was some sotto voce 
relevance m this spectacle of the dancmg childien , he watched 
them awhile, and then with a queer impression of lemonstrance 
and rebellion snatched his gaze away Above him, agamst 
the sky, the red-lamped vanes of the Moulm Rouge music 
hall slowly turned He went over and with a savage vehemence 
punched open its shabby glass doors A man was standing 
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looking at the photographs of ham-legged, pinlc-nippled 
actresses m the passage way ‘‘ M’Car\en Deu/’ the fellow 
exclaimed, “ m a bit of a ’urry, ain’t >ou, mister ^ ” 

He went into the auditoiium and took a seat near the side 
of the stage which projected some three or four feet m front 
of the proscenium arch There was no runway at the Moulin 
Rouge, and he was therefore almost able to touch the platform. 
The double bass thudded behmd the curtam of red baize that 
hid the orchestra 

The Red Mill was flimsier than the Pompeya and far dingier 
In other respects it was similar out the general atmosphere 
of the Moulin Rouge was more cheerful and lively than that 
of the Pompeya The girls were younger, and this attracted 
numerous youths and young men of greater audacity than the 
preponderantly middle-aged audience of the Pompeya There 
was one group of students at the other side of the stage whose 
interventions were constantly provokmg bursts of laughter A 
dancer approaching that corner unwarily was in danger of 
being captured and lifted off the stage A youth with an 
Aragones bandurna, the strings of which he kept tuning, had 
already succeeded in kidnapping two girls, whom he had 
proceeded to mock-auction among the patrons With the 
exception of the Mouhn Rouge Beautiful Nudities, a kind of 
lolloping chorus who wagged their limbs m time to music, the 
girls were handsome and vivacious, some of them being able 
to dance 

After a succession of girls the Singing Orphan appeared, 
dressed m flannel trousers and a blue jersey There w^ere a 
few immediate bird calls, other hissed for silence The 
Orphan began to sing lugubrious songs about his departed 
mother, accompanying himself on a piano -accordion of which 
the bass harmonies remmded Francis of the death agonies in 
“ Tod und Verkiarung ” while the inappropriate ornamenta- 
tions might have been from “ Till EulenspiegeL” The 
Orphan’s mother had died of a broken heart because her 
only son had run away from home And touched by his aged 
father’s letter the Orphan had returned to the village . 

“ Quack quack ^ Hee-haw 1 ” Cock cnes and cattle lowmgs 
from the malcontents, growing m number at every verse 
. only to hear the requiem bell tollmg for Mother, mourn- 
fully, mournfully tollmg for Mother. A large groan and cries 
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of “ Poor boy^ give him a banana ” and a shnli voice “ What 
about the old boy ” 

Father had died too, and after bniymg him m the cold, cold 
earth (which has no pity) the Orphan had gone back to the 
city to forget his sorrow. Catcalls and shouts of “ We thought 
you was the fatliei ” “ Go and bury yourself ” “ Get back 

mto yer grave ” The leader of the kidnapping party began 
to play the part of a wandering ghost wailing to the tune of 
the Orphan’s song, “ Oh, I am so co-o-o4d, I a-am so co-o-o-ld 
among these stones and the north wind blows to -night, 
whoo-o-oy * ” 

The Orphan walked dismally oiBf the stage, his accordion 
giving a little spontaneous gasp as he went “ Bye-bye ^ ” 
lisped the kidnapper “ By-bye, daddy ” Knowing he 
would never reappear on the Barcelona stage (he was a hopeful 
amateur, a barber’s assistant from the suburb of Sarria) the 
Orphan turned upon his tormentors 

“ Bastards ^ ” he yelled, putting his head round the 
proscenium pillar 

Oh, naughty, naughty, what would mother say ’ ” The 
kidnapper wns bonified and covered his face with the ban- 
durria An elderly man was protesting to the spectators 
behind Francis 

« You’re too hard and too quick, you might have given 
him a chance ” 

‘‘ Man alive, what next ^ ” one of them replied We’ve ' 
got to keep the stage clean of these washouts, haven’t we 
They’d soon be serving up any old tripe » ” 

The elderly objector turned his attention to the stage A 
girl of distinguished beauty stood m the halo of limelight 
A silence of mtense approval immediately fell upon the house. 
La Perhta wore two articles of clothing only, a pair of glittei - 
mg silver tissue slips pulled tightly to the contours of her body 
and a narrow silver stole which made the legally prescribed 
pretence of hiding her perfectly shaped breasts The orchestra 
played a slow waltz while she slowly turned round the stage 
exhibiting her cold beauty which, though sexually unappeal- 
mg, was sufficient to make Francis forget his disillusionment 
for a while The girl’s legs were long and exquisitely pure in 
modelling, the muscles shd deliciously under the surface 
curves , her breasts had that shape so rare even m young girls, 
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they were tamed outwards slightly, their points lifted upwards 
so that no heavy shadow lay upon her ribs, just \isible when 
she swayed backwards La Perlita began to sing , hei voice 
was as cold as her beauty, and interest waned at once 

This induced a new and vague sense of disillusionment m 
Francis There was nothing really perfect One turned from 
the chill weanness of moral endeavour, so unsatisfactory to 
the Vigorous male, towards the warmth and glitter of natural 
animality These music halls with their mingled viilganty, 
sentiment, vicious abandon and sheer human appeal were 
symbols of the natural life, eternally luring the male onwards 
to fiesh expense of body ana spirit, eternally disappointing 
with unending deceptions In neither way of life was abiding 
peace and contentment 

There was a passage in Browning he had been accustomed 
to quote m describing the state of mind of half believers m the 
possibility of world regeneration by revolution One might 
either believe and suffer the pangs of intrusive doubt, or dis- 
believe and suffer the torments of lingering faith. Hitherto 
he had never felt this uncertainty of mind himself, and had 
therefore been able to denounce it whole-heartedly, but now, 
especially translated to the emotive level, to the “ moral 
sphere,” he realized what bitterness lay m those verses 

There was a sudden clapping and rattling of mineral water 
bottles He lifted his eyes again One of the most popular 
figures of the music hall stage had taken the boards, Baldo- 
mento The comedian wore his invariable deckle-edged 
straw hat and grey lounge suit, and carried the short cane his 
manipulation of which was the despair of every would-be 
humorist quartered in the Atarazanas barracks at the lower 
end of Duero. Baldomento’s speciality was, as he announced, 
The hitting of sparks out of the gentlemen of the audience ” 
His method was to begin a rapid fire of story and anecdote, 
some humorous, some disgusting, but all told with great skill 
Interruption would draw from him some retort considered 
crushing m music-hall circles A gentleman whose interjection 
passed without parry or scoring stroke was entitled to a clap 
on the back from his associates 
At the end of his step dance he began his patter. 

“ Good evening, everyone, Baldomento at the microphone 
A httle novelty for the patrons of the Moulm Rouge , I shall 


213 



LEAN MEN 


undeitake to find a joke or humorous comparison for any 
woid or thing mentioned by the audience . . he danced 
away m a light toe dance again 

‘‘ Beans,” someone proffeied. The word beans ” in 
Spanish also having the meamng of ‘"Jewesses” invariably 
gave good opening 

“Ah, tiiat reminds me of a certain Jew-boy I knew, Moses 
by name, Moses son of Isaac . ” Baldomerito’s feet made a 

clip-clop interpretation of Isaac’s mode of progression 
“ Father Isaac bought Moses a bicycle for his birthday present 
and Moses took to cycling with gieat enthusiasm ” The 
comedian step -da need lound the stage on an imaginary 
bicycle “ Now Isaac came home one day and found two 
bicycles m the passage, so he called son Moses and said, ‘ My 
son, how did 5^011 come to get that other bicycle ‘ Well, 
Poppa, you know Rachel Naiizenstem I’ve been going out 
cycling with ‘ Yeth, my son, I know her ’ ‘ Well, Poppa,’ 

said Moses, ‘ I took her mto the woods the other day over at 
Valividrera and began cuddling her and all that, you know, 
and at last she fell into my arms with a sigh and said, “ Moses 
dear, you can take anything you want ” — so I took her bicycle. 
Poppa, and there you are ^ ’ ” 

After this story a steady fire of cries was mamtamed, most 
of which brought an adequate reply An elaborate symbolism 
of words was m use on Paralelo , rabbit, sausage, sardine, 
musical box and a large number of other words domg duty as 
symbols for conventionally unmentionable parts of the body 
By ringing the changes on these words it was comparatively 
easy to score points when in difficulties. The audience 
dubiously accepted them as valid Finally, wishing to put 
Baldomerito a stifier problem, a youth suggested “ the clergy ” 

“ A story about the clergy Very good, gentlemen There 
was once a commercial traveller friend of mine who one day 
put up in an hotel m which six or seven clergy were staymg 
One was a bishop, another his secietary, the others were an 
archdeacon, a common priest of the Mass and soup-pot type, 
and the other a mere deacon that even the village girls weren’t 
afraid of 

“ The next morning the bishop came down to the dmmg- 
room and seeing a big fire roanng on the hearth went over 
and sat himself down on the settle ” Baldomerito waddled 
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and puffed episcopally across the stage to a chair hastily 
thrust out from the %mgs “ Bye and bye the Bishop’s 
secretary came down and seeing the oishop by the fire, bowed 
and stood awaiting his lordship’s pleasure ” The comedian 
tip -tapped across the stage and wheeling towards the chair 
gave an excellent presentation of a minoi canon interviewing 
a prince of the church “ ‘ Ah, good morning, my son, and 
how did you pass the night ’ 

‘ Oh, my lord, I had a most wonderful dream, a most 
wonderful dieam ^ ’ 

“ ‘ Oh, so you had a wonderful dream Now what was 
your dream about ’ 

‘‘ ‘ About heaven, my lord I dreamed I was m heaven ’ 

‘ How remarkable,’ said the bishop ‘ Come over and 
sit by the fire, my son ’ ” Baldomeiito bowed hixuself across 
the stage and sat down 

Presently the archdeacon came down, and seeing the 
bishop and his secretary seated by the fire stood awaiting 
their pleasure ” The caricature of a snuffiing ecclesiastic of 
advanced years brought a rattle of bottles for applause 

‘‘ ' Ah, good morning, my son,’ said the secretary, ‘ and 
how did you pass the night ^ ’ 

“ ‘ Oh, sir, I had a most wonderful dream, a most wonderful 
dream ’ 

‘ Oh, so you had a wonderful dream Now what was 
your dream about ’ 

About heaven, sir I dreamed I was m heaven ’ 

‘‘ " How remarkable,’ said the secretary ‘ Come over and 
sit by the fire ’ 

“ Soon after the parish priest entered and seeing the three 
bigwigs by the fire, stood awaiting their pleasure 
“ ‘ Ah, good morning, my son,’ said the archdeacon. ‘ And 
how have you passed the mght ’ ” Baldomerito hitched up 
his trousers, blew out his cheeks, shook his left leg and yawned 
“ ^ Oh, your reverence, I had a most wonderful d ream, a 
most wonderful dream ’ 

“ ‘ Oh, you had a wonderful dream Now what was your 
dream about ” 

About heaven, your reverence, I dreamed I was in heaven ’ 
“ ‘ How remarkable,’ replied the archdeacon ‘ Come over 
and sit by the fire ’ 
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** Then the deacon peeped round the door> like so, and 
seeing their reverences by the fire stood hopping about from 
one foot to the other, awaiting their pleasure 

‘‘ ‘ Ah, g’niorning, my son,’ yawned the parish priest ‘ And 
how have you passed the night ^ ’ 

‘ P-p~p -please, father, I had a m-m-most wonderful 
d-dream, a most wonderful d-dream ’ 

“ " Oh, so you had a wonderful mght, dream I mean, nov/ 
what was your dream about ’ 

‘ About heaven, father I dreamed I was in heaven ’ 

“ ‘ How remarkable,’ said the priest ‘ Come over and sit 
by the fire ’ ” Baldomeiito timidly edged his rear on to the 
chair “ At last my friend the commercial traveller pushed 
the door open 

“ ‘ Ah, good morning, sir,’ said the deacon brightly * And 
how have you passed the night ’ 

“ ‘ Oh I had a most extraordinary dream, a most extra- 
ordmary dream ’ 

** ‘ Oh, so you had an exti’ — extr’ — an extraordmaiy dream 
pray tell us what was your ex your dream was about I ’ 

“ * About hell, I dreamed T was in hell ’ 

“ ‘ You dreamed you were m hell ^ ’ said the bishop, in his 
best burn-the-heretics voice 
‘‘ ‘ Sure,’ replied my friend 

“ ‘ Then pray tell us what hell was like,’ said the archdeacon 
‘ Oh, not so very different from the world,’ answered the 
commercial traveller, ‘ I couldn’t get near the damned fire for 
parsons ^ ” 

There was a roar of genuine laughtei, the inimitable style 
of the successive caricatuies had delighted everybody Baldo- 
merito’s bishop, perfect in his obese and pious sleepiness, 
had irresistibly reminded Francis of the cardinal m procession 
blessing the congregation one Sunday when he had attended 
the 10 30 office to hear Taverner’s “ Western Wind ” Between 
his characterizations Baldomerito had adopted the unctuous 
smg-song of a litany and this had exactly suited the precise 
repetitions of the story The neat observance of hierarchial 
order, illustrateil with a wealth of by-play, had been stylistic- 
ally perfect, nothing had been unduly exaggerated, save perhaps 
the parish priest, and Francis himself could remember half a 
dozen such Mass and soup -pot priests as they were called. 
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A rim of neatly told stories delighted the house, and then, 
foicing the cue rather obviously, the comedian began a well- 
worn joke about a shmdy-lo\mg Galician who came to live 
near the docks “ One nigiit he was passing a cafe m \^hich 
a general scrimmage was proceeding The Galician whooped 
with delight and plunged into the fray Ten minutes later he 
emerged on all fours and, shaking with laughter, stood up to 
find himself confronting an urban guard 

‘‘ * Huilo, policeman, do you know this district well * 

“ ‘ Yes, I should think I do, my man.’ 

“ ‘ Now you’re really suie, officer ’ 

‘‘ ‘ Of course I am, this has been my beat for twenty years ’ 

‘‘ ‘ Then you ought to know well-mgh everybody round 
these parts ’ 

‘‘ ‘ Yes, that’s so ’ 

“ * Then you’re absolutely sure, eh ’ 

** * What the devil’s the point ^ Of course I am sure ’ 

“ ‘ Well then, if you’re sure you know everybody, tell me, 
whose ears are thes'b ” 

There was some laughter at the end of the story. “ That’s 
an old one,” protested an elaborately diessed, spectacled 
student with a tenor voice 

“ An old one, of course it is — much older than you, baby,” 
parried Baldomerito “ I’ll tell you something, gentlemen 
Those ears belonged to baby here That’s why he’s got that 
eunuch’s voice ” 

The gross hit annoyed the student and rejoiced the audience, 
and seizing this opportunity Baldomerito executed a crescendo 
accelerando step dance and lifting his straw hat, disappeared 
in the wings A ten minutes’ mterval followed, during which 
Francis became engrossed in a game of tnppy-trap, wnth 
which they had been accustomed to while away the long 
winter nights in the mountain village where he had lived with 
Angela His good humour was rapidly returning The show 
recommenced with a chorus and a turn of quasi -Andalucian 
dances executed mdifferently The M C ’s board next 
announced La Cubana, and this was the signal for an outbreak 
of buzzing comment The blood leapt in his veins as the 
dancer appeared She was a half-caste m whom the white 
blood preponderated Her glowing tan-hued skin was barely 
darker than a Spanish brunette’s Her teeth, shmmg and 
even, were not larger than was beautiful Stripped to the 
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waist, she carried a scarlet shawl looped round the small of 
her back and over her foiearms, scailet cuffs upon hei slender 
wrists and scarlet shoes upon hei feet It was the immense 
verve of her dance that had made her one of the most popular 
girls on Faralelo It was not violent but vital, the slight qui-ver 
of her calves and thighs, defimtely muscular, the beautiful 
sleekness of hei abdomen and the flashing vivacity of her eyes 
intoxicated Francis Her quaint Cuban dialect was amusing, 
too There were repeated cries of ‘‘ Guapa,” “ Simpatica ” , 
mvoluntaiily he also stood up and shouted “ Simpatica ’’ La 
Cubana smiled and winked at him over her shoulder as she 
cake-walked away He felt the blood rush to his head again, 
his sight grew dim and his knees weak There was a dull ache 
m the small of his back when he sat down tremolmg The 
girl began a snappy Chaiieston, intei mingling with it steps 
taken from the can -can, that dance of sexual realism he had 
seen at Pompeya, swinging her film breasts from side to side 
as she returned across the stage But heie was not the vicious 
bestiality of La Simpatica , La Cubana was sheer delight m 
physical enjoyment, she was laughing abandon, mirth, passion, 
the healthy innocence of paganism He was dizzy and 
confused when she retired 

He did not wait for her to appear in one of the upper boxes, 
but hastened to the door at the head of the balcony stairs She 
appealed at the bend of the stairway, and seeing him there 
waved her hand gaily and laced up the steps “ Hola, 
beauty,” she laughed and flung her arms round his neck and 
kissed him repeatedly upon the face He swept his arm round 
her legs, she crooked them readily and prattled Oh, strong 
beauty, my beauty is very strong,” as he earned her mto a 
balcony compartment 

La Cubana struggled from his arms, and flinging off her 
little red coatee placed the table between them and shook her 
breasts with a delicious swaying movement , her teeth shone 
like polished pcrcelain 

My beauty wants to play at love Strong love, eh Like 
a steam engine ^ La Cubana also mighty strong and ptetteee, 
see f ” She pushed her shps a little lower He laughed and 
the girl allowed her arm to be caught 

"^You buy one bottle of champagne, nice champagne for 
La Cubana, eh ? French stuff ” 
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“ I’ll gi/e you the money now.” 

“Aftei, beauty, I trust you, and you can’t get away, big 
boss watch the ciirtams to see v^hen they’re drawn One big 
bottle of French fiz, eh Only forty pesetas for La Cubana, 
she’s lovely, look ^ ” 

Here, take the money,” he said, and nlunged his hand 
mto his pocket . * . A sudden negation chilled him, he felt 
sick with frustrated passion 

Beauty not well ” purred the giil with professional con- 
cern, which did not hide the real tenderness m her \ oice She 
came round the table and put her arm round his neck and 
lifted his hand to her breasts 

“ Feel, boy, how pietty they are, they make my beauty 
happy ^ ” 

Her hot breath upon his face restirred the fire m bis brain, 
as the girl intended “ No, it’s not that,” he said and then 
stopped How could he explain that the only money he was 
provided with at the moment was his salary fiom the Inter- 
national, scraped together from the contributions of believing 
workers throughout the world ^ He knew he could replace 
the sum as soon as he arrived at his lodgings, he possessed 
several hundred pesetas of private savings Yet it was im- 
possible to utilize the notes m his wallet. 

“ No money — foigotten it,” he said brusquely and turned 
out of the cubicle The girl was sorry and looked it, she had 
been excited by his vigour, so much in contrast with the tired 
sensuality of the average patron of the Moulin Rouge 

“ I’ll be back m half an hour, chica, I’m gomg to fetch 
some by taxi ” 

“ Yes ” She was pulling on her httle coatee ruefully as 
he went out 

It was raining softly again, the fog was drifcmg up Paralelo^ 
no taxis were withm hailing The children’s roundabouts 
had closed down for the night, a few youngsteis were noisily 
helpmg the proprietor to dismantle the duckw^alk barrier, 
rattling the boards one against the other as they stacked them 
amongst the wooden horses A rattle of music came througli 
the doors of the Moulin Rouge, the hghts upon the revolving 
vanes reflected in the puddles on the waste plot Gloomy 
reaction initiated itself and disappeared. What idiocy was 
this scruple 1 A man who needed such a nice deception of 
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conscience as this was worse than a hypociite, he was a . . 
he couldn’t think of a woid to describe the type, he only 
knew that if he met such a person he would turn with disgust 
from the moral weakhng He felt ashamed of his former 
muddie-headedness as he slammed the door behind him The 
clatter of the orchestra was laughter, the instruments were 
blaring out a congratulatory welcome, the glitter of the stage 
was mirth as he shouted to La Cubana exhibiting one leg 
over the edge of the parapet She waved her arm and drew 
the curtain with a snap 

When he reached the cubicle she was already stripped 
and stroking her body like a bather emerging from the water 

“ La Cubana is lovely, and beauty is strong, oh, what fun ^ 
Lift me up, boy ^ ” she panted quietly 

After a meal at a cafe on Duero he turned towards the 
docks. He was not certain whether he wished to be alone. 

The moon’s blurred disc was shinmg faintly through the 
mists that were distilhng from the port basins He stood near 
the Colon, hesitating whether to bus down to the North East 
Cemetery and walk back along the docks or to tram directly 
to Mar Street The night encouraged indecision, imprecise 
outlmes of ships and hazy bulks of waiehouses loomed through 
the warm clammy darkness 

He turned back up the Rambla and with a sudden resolution 
wheeled into the Plaza Real 

The Murcians’ gang were not seated m their usual comer 
at the Centie , there were shouts of derisive welcome from 
some of the more enthusiastic members as he looked about 
him ‘‘ Come sometimes, then,” chaffed Vilanova, hurrying 
over from the library 

The ‘‘ educational committee,” an entirely illegal unit and 
not mentioned in their articles of association, was still dis- 
cussing the rahassaues report m the room set aside for the 
library. Various crates of recently purchased books served as 
seats Alonso m the chair acknowledged his arrival with a 
nod Vails interrupted his speech as Francis took a seat 
beside Texido He was given a carbon copy of the report, and 
then Alonso, with a marked absence of his usual cordiality, 
explained the resolution they were debating It had been 
proposed by Texido that a collection should be taken from the 
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members in older to finance a commission of mquir> which 
they proposed to despatch into the agricultural interior, 
especially to the district of Panades, m order to ootam more 
authentic details for the preparation of an intensive campaign 
among the rabassaiies The commission to be Vails, for both 
convenience and safety’s sake,” concluded the Muician 

During the consequent discussion Charing supported the 
pioposal in a short speech , Vilanova alone opposea the idea 
After the vote Alonso suggested that they should make their 
own subscriptions at once, and taking Vilanova’s hat threw 
m a duro Texido contributed two pesetas, the others a duro 
each Francis pulled out a handful of coins and extracted the 
only Sliver ones, three duros, and put them in the hat 

“ Millionaires join the revolution,” whispered Alonso 
theatrically 

“ No — the case is — well, Fve had a stroke of luck,” replied 
Francis, and then impulsively pulled out his wallet and flung 
a twenty-five peseta note into the hat, “ . . . and the movement 
may as well benefit by it ” 

“ Forty pesetas ^ Well, brother — we’ll confer a dukedom 
on you for that,” Alonso exclaimed “ Say, have you been 
sticking up a pay clerk or rifiing a bank ” 

‘‘ Shut up,” said Francis, but he felt a grateful thrill within 
as he spoke 

In his absence they had already resolved to issue a roneo- 
graphed journal and had arranged to recommend an allocation 
from the official funds for the purchase of a machine Francis, 
Alonso and Vilanova had been elected editorial committee 
They proposed to acquaint the civil governor with this 
decision and to send him a dummy copy of the journal 
After the meeting had broken up Alonso drew Charing 
aside and without feinting for an opemng, began 
Well, what have you got to say for yourself*? ” 

Francis was on the point of bridling and then deciding upon 
an excuse, opened his mouth to make it — but what reason 
was there for lies to this man *? His conscience at once inter- 
vened and he shrugged his shoulders for answer 

** Come and sit down, Francis, we’ll have a quiet talk about 
thmgs ; no, let’s go out for a mouthful of fresh air, eh ? ” 
Alonso linked his arm through Charing’s and they strolled 
down to the Xiringuito Cafe upon the open groimd below the 
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Colon The waiter invited them into the cabm-like shelter 
behind and they ordered coffee and rum 

“ Now look here, Francis, tell me straight why you let us 
down this evening,” began the Murcian “ I’m not criticizing 
you, for the way you’ve put your back into this these last 
weeks has made me, for one, damned proud to be a . . work- 
mate ” Alonso fi owned as he searched for the word ‘‘ For 
my part, well — I’ve my idea about things, I’ve always had 
them, but this is something altogethei new Francis, I’m a 
happier man than I was a month ago , this is doing somethmg, 
the Centre is going to be a great thing, as I see it ” 

The idea wasn’t mine, you know,” Charing interposed. 

“ No, no ” Alonso spread his hands in depreciation of the 
remark “ It wasn’t your idea — but that doesn’t matter a 
damn — we’ve had ideas galore and we’ve talked whole bookfuls 
of hot air, but we’ve never done anything about the matter 
This IS doings that’s what I’m thanking you for Now listen, 
you’ll have to change your way of life if you’re gomg to keep 
up this pace Francis, boy, I’m with you, do you under- 
stand ” 

“ Change my way of life What do you mean, less rum m 
my coffee No — a, siUy joke, Alonso, why not speak 
clearly ” 

“ Well, you’re flesh and blood, eh You’ll have to leave 
Mai Street — or take someone there with you You’re too 
lonely You’ll just crack up Anyone can see that you don’t 
rest enough — too much reading, thmlang, writing, planmng 
and aU that and not enough companionship If you could 
only see yourself at woik m the docks ” 

“ Oh ? ” 

Sure ^ You turn up as quiet as Vails, you never say a 
word — I’m not saymg anythmg about your work, mind, I 
know docking isn’t your line but I’m satisfied, and Fm the 
gang leader~and then after a couple of hours you biightea 
up It’s a pleasure to work with you m the afternoons, friend 
I’ve learned more from those talks than I should from all the 
books locked up yonder on the Atarazanas stalls It’s the 
company puts you right Now, coming to the point, was it 
something to do with that that kept you away tins evening? 
Out With It — I’m no buck virgm myself ” 

In part, yes . . •” 
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“ In part — what was the other then ’■* 

** Well, you saw that SoUer had been shot . ” 

‘‘ Nobody’s likely to mourn that ^ Nor shall we be m any 
danger, if you’re thinking about that stick -up — the>\e 
arrested two of the party which ” 

What ^ they’ve arrested two — who were they ” exc^airred 
Francis, and then interpreting the Murcian’s gesture, ccn- 
tmued “ You mean it wasn’t some of ours, of the Centre, 
who blessed him ^ ” 

“ Furissima ^ No, it was a couple of Sabater’s friends, one of 
Seller’s victims, they’ve arrested them and the concierge She 
let them have the key of the Mallorcan’s room — seems to have 
had a pretty large hate on the fellow You never know what 
goes on behind the scenes with that class of gentry So yon 
mean to say you’ve been mutt enough to think it was a party 
of ours ^ You don’t seem to have much trust m us ” There 
was a note of bitterness in Alonso’s voice 

I’m sorry . . yes, I had suspected as much, I’d believed 
it I couldn’t see any other explanation But you’re wrong 
about trusting the companions I trust you and Tesh and 
ValiS, Vilanova and a score or so of others But why should I 
trust them in general Isidro, for instance ” 

“ Ah, Isidro ” Alonso frowned and waved the instance 
aside 

. or the others, till they’ve really learned ” 

“ Don’t be so damned superior They have learned ” 

“ I hope so, I think so — I’ve been wiong, I confess You 
see, there’s nothing very terrible about handling out a bene- 
diction to such as SoUer — it’s wrong, of course, and it’s bad 
pohey — but 

Then why were you so upset, man ” 

The question perplexed Channg and he could not find an 
adequate answer It was hardly possible severely to condemn 
the assassin’s executioners, for they were no more than this, 
yet two hours ago he had been lying under a heavy gloom 
because he had imagined some of their members to be guilty. 
He could see that there were confusions and obscunties withm 
his own mind, he had not thrashed things out thoroughly. 
These problems of ethics were more serious than he had 
supposed, it would be better both for clarity and for action’s 
sake to place his thoughts about those things on a securer footmg 
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** I don’t know, I can’t answer you — ^all I know is that I 
felt pretty downhearted about it and sheered off to try to 
forget the whole business ” 

“ Sheered off where ” Alonso was deliberately persistent 
** I . for a walk the Moulin Rouge ” 

‘‘ There you are, now that’s just what I told Tesh ^ ” The 
tone was triumphant 

“ So you’ve been discussing me m committee, eh ” 

You don’t mean that, Francis I told Tesh that we should 
have to persuade you to leave Mar Street, that’s all He 
agreed, he’s going to make a proposition to you about it ” 
Charmg looked up, there was a sudden distinct sadness m 
Alonso’s remark ** However, that’s a matter for you and 
him What concerns me is this about the Moulm Rouge. 
Now — as I’ve told you, I’m no buck virgin and I’m not asking 
you to exercise a virtue I don’t possess myself But that’s 
just the whole pomt Your way of life is unnatural. You’re 
young, strongish and healthy I know you Saxons haven’t 
got our blood, but human nature’s the same all over. You’ve 
been married, Francis , no, no, you know I didn’t mean to 
hurt you You’re getting temperamental because you’re 
starved Thought’s bitter, you want something to sweeten 
your blood. Why not try a woman, now and again ? There’s 
no need to overdo it ” 

“ Well It wouldn’t be decent to hide it from you that I’ve 
just had a woman. La Cubana . . I feel better for it, of 
course, but not a whole lot That about Seller bucks me 
much more ” 

“ Of course, I can see that But this going to places like the 
Red Mill IS impure, it gets into the brain, lowers the resistance 
and God knows what It rots the socks as well ” 

That’s partly why I threw m that forty pesetas ” 

** Punssima, that’s flagellation if you hke * Now look here. 
Wash out all that music-hall busmess, I can recommend you 
to one or two cheerful little pieces, but for heaven’s sake don’t 
let us down, maestro * ” 

“ Maestro f Cut that out ” 

Cut it out then, but surely you can see you’ve given us 
something that’s worth ten thousand theatres full of prancmg 
whores ^ ” 

Of course I’ve made up my mmd. You’re right about 
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my temper, it’s getting bad, and right about the cause Still, 
if I’d more faith m the movement and had I thought out 
those problems of violence in life I should not have been so 
tempted I need sweetening. I want music, books, poetry 
and so forth, I miss ail that terribly. If I could have them m a 
woman it would be just perfect, but I’ve made a mess of 
things along that line already. Some day I’ll tell you about 
two women I’ve left behind in London It’s because of that 
I know this safety valve business would be no lasting good for 
me Don’t misjudge me I’m not prostrate with remorse for 
having been with La Cubana, I shall forget that as easily as 
most practical men Nor am I being virtuous When I was 
here before I used to frequent La Seviliana’s house behind 
the barracks there. I should be better for the society of 
women, but I know I shouldn’t find that kind satisfactory for 
long ” 

“ Yes, it’s hell in this country, Francis. What are our 
women after all ? I mean our decent marriageable girls, they 
know nothing, they’re trained to know nothing and to care for 
nothing The church forbids them politics, sets them against 
participating in aifairs, drums its theory of life into their heads 
They know how to love after their own fashion, good house- 
keepers and all that . but nothmg more Think of it, 
you can’t be alone with a girl m this country until your marriage 
night What can marriage be when women are like that ? 
Anything except the thing I want If I thought marriage were 
an affair of the flesh alone I might marry , as it is I go oflf to 
places like La Sevillana and ease myself You’ve argued 
against anti -clericalism often enough, Francis, you’re wrong 
and here’s one reason why. This rigidity of catholic mamage, 
this house and hearth theory of womenkmd means the brothel 
m the background, and not so far back, either You can^t 
have one without the other. And we’re not really happy if 
we do go there, at least I’m not I go and I find myself hunting 
round for a girl with a spark of intelligence even in those 
places There are a few, but damn few.” 

Martinez’s fiery speech rang sincere 

“ So It doesn’t really ease vou^ ’^lFran^s nut in. 

“ No, I admit it’s a partial solltion, tMt’^ll’ qR 
sight better than brooding. WHat 

ideal only. I’d like my mate toIhiairaJSDiia^ be^a 
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Red like me. If I were just a milk and water republican I 
should want her to think that way But I’d rather marry a 
thoughtful monarchist than a bed and kitchen housekeeper 
Of course we get tired of looking for what doesn’t exist and so 
we marry the one we like best Love grows up often, but by 
God you must lose a good deal of the fine edge of hfe, boy ” 

The word “ Red ” had made Francis think of Teresa, the 
thought filled him with pleasure 

*‘You say it’s music and all that you want,” Alonso was 
saying “ Let’s have some round at the Centre I know 
you’ve arranged one concert, but that won’t be enough ” 

“ You think they’d stand for it ” 

Martinez hesitated and stroked the end of his nose thought- 
fully ‘*You were saying something about poetry, Francis 
I’ve never talked about this with anyone else, but here goes 
You know I turn out a few bawdy verses and lampoons, well — 
I want to write real stujBf, poetry Do you think that’s bloody 
silly for a Red ^ ” 

‘‘ Why the hell should it be ? I’ve told you I could do with 
a spot of music ” 

Well then, why not help me, boy You’ve got the savvy, 
the taste and all that I know I’ve got something real m my 
bean, but I can’t even write decent Spanish yet, Francis . . ” 
Martinez ^ Say, I’d be damned glad to help if I thought 
I could ” 

“ You can, chico. Do you know the chaps all look at your 
papers, the ones we pass round I mean, and scratch their heads 
over your Spanish Isidro says you write like a judge, that’s 
his highest praise, I suppose ” 

Well 

‘‘ It’s a do ” 

“ If you think I can help ” 

‘‘ Say * Shake hands on it Look here, Francis, this is 
gomg to be the real goods for me I’ve been thinking over this 
woman business the last few days — I’ve got special reasons for 
wanting to chuck it up now ” 

“ Yes ^ ” 

“ What they are doesn’t matter at the moment But I’ll 
have done with it , it’ll be easy now Oh Jesus, fancy Martmez 
the bawdy ballad maker as a poet 1 I mean it, though, I’U do 
something for the movemetrt yet * ” 
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‘‘ Let’s have a few verses for the first issue of the Bulletin 
we’ie going to get out.” 

Mean it ” 

Sure ” 

“ It’s a do, then.” 

‘‘ Right Begin at once, Senor Espronceda ” 

“ Your turn to cut it out ” 

As Francis rose to take leave Martinez remarked * There’s 
that other piece of advice I was handing out, son. Shift ycui 
lodging, It’s too lonely at Mar Street I’d ask you to come to 
my place if I could do for you ” The Murcian’s wistfulness 
spoke of warm friendship 

You’re a hundred per cent light this time Young Trepat 
the smith has mvited me to stay at their place for a while, but 
I don’t think I should be happy for long with them.” 

‘‘ Listen Tesh is shifting to a new house m a few days’ 
time, why not take up with him He’ll have to get lodgers to 
make up the rent, I know ” 

‘‘ I think I will. I’ll go up to Trepat’s place for a few days 
until then ” 

As Alonso was departmg Francis asked him, should he pass 
Haircombs’ fire, to explain that he was not responsible for the 
death of Vicente Arolas He heard the Murcian’s clear 
laughter as he swerved away m the direction of the Morrot. 
Martmez evidently found his concern highly amusing , it was 
a httle amusing, m fact. 
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MOUNTAIN SONG 

Two days after his decision to take lodgings with Texido 
Francis received a coidial letter from Guillermo saymg that 
they were pleased he had accepted their hospitahty and that a 
room would be prepared and would be at his disposal that 
night There was a postscript concerning Dr Mariscal , he 
had news to report Accordmgly, there being no work for the 
Murcian’s gang, Francis went to Cassadors Street immediately 
after breakfast 

On arnval he was shown at once into Don Gumersind’s 
upper office where the son was working upon the Torrellas 
designs. A second table had been introduced and the furniture 
had been rearranged, the cabinet of dunks had disappeared 
A solitary bottle of vermouth and a tray of glasses stood on top 
of the bureau in the comer 

“ Senor Channg, the Englishman,” Catarina announced as 
she unceiemomously shut the door behind Francis. 

“ Fme old lady, distmguished for her manners,” exclaimed 
Guillermo with some imtation “ But you mustn’t take too 
much notice of her odd ways, she really is a good sort The 
Torrellans are noted for their lack of manners, as I suppose 
you know ” 

“ Oh yes, I happen to have been m the town, many years 
ago ” 

“ Yes You’ll excuse her, then ” 

“ Sute — ^she doesn’t seem to like me, however ' ” 

“ No-no, that’s true,” Trepat frowned again “ Mother was 
suspicious at first, but she’s got over it They all thought you 
were some sort of conspirator, dangerous company in fact 
Catarina still thinks we’ie plottmg to assassinate Don Alfonso 
I think.” 

“ Very flattering of her, I’m sure. But what’s this you’re 
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bursting to tell me about Manscal You ought to wnte serial 
fiction, Guillermo, fancy putting that into a postscript ^ 

“ I’ll tell you what happened, systematically,” rephed the 
smith, filling a washbrush with mdian ink and applying it to 
the paper at the base of a scroll design ‘‘ We called — ^the 
committee — together, this paper’s hot piessed, mk doesn’t 
flow too easily, and decided to visit every sympathetic news- 
paper with a paragraph to the effect that — h’m — the paper 
must be greasy, this ink doesn’t seem to flow at all — that the 
doctor’s numerous acquaintances were getting very anxious 
to know when he would return from his unpremeditated 
journey We worked out a dozen mcely -worded variants. 
Damn Look at that blot ” 

“ I should diagnose secret aspiration to the office of censor. 
No, you can’t erase mdian ink What happened then ” 

“ Well, most of the daily Press sent in an expanded version 
of the paragraph You’ll find a complete block out, somethmg 
like that^ m each case But it worked Rather than provoke 
a scandal, I suppose, Manscal was hberated by mid-day ” 

“ And Rivat ” 

** Set free also He was arrested half an hour before Manscal, 
and taken in the car to Muntaner to serve as a blind, as an 
mvoluntary decoy What do you think of a government like 
that ? ” 

Excellent omen, I should think ” 

“ How so — why do you say that ” 

“ Sign of wealmess, first of all to arrest a man, by means of 
an impounded decoy, and then to liberate him because of a few 
newspapers A frightened tyrant is the most witless of ail 
creatures. This government won’t last long, I feel sure ” 

That’s encouragmg ^ Anyway, the committee invites you 
to a piivate dinner to be given in your honour,” Trepat’s tone 
had suddenly become formal “As an act of appreciation 
I believe the date is to be fixed this evemng I sincerely hope 
you’ll accept ” 

Francis bowed 

“ Thank you, Senor Charing Manscal himself is parti- 
cularly anxious for you to call at Muntanei, if you can find time 
It seems he was pretty badly treated, and was quite frightened 
about what might happen to him They tell me he doesn’t 
know how to smg that girl’s praises ; the one who told you, I 
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mean You are likely to be the first Republican Mayor of 
Barcelona if he gets his way, I figure,” concluded Guillermo 
dully. 

Whatever for — I should have thought thanks were due to 
the Escape Committee, not to me ” 

Well, that’s how he is just now, pretty badly shaken ” 
Francis was about to ask for a few details which might serve 
him if some day he should decide to write the history of these 
months, when he heard the C string of a ’cello bemg tuned 
upon the floor above them He listened a moment and then 
began to question Trepat The player above, it could only 
be Ricardo, began a senes of boring exercises, playing slowly 
up and down the scales m slow time 
** Ricardo ” he asked casually. 

“ Yes He’s taken to practismg again , father’s away, you 
know, m Torrelias at the moment He does about six hours a 
day besides his work at night. There’ll be ructions when the 
chief returns, I guess Ricardo and he are not very well 
disposed to one another ” 

“ I see , I had, of course, figured that out for myself, 
though I’ve a notion it’s not all Ricardo’s fault, eh ” 

“ I should think not Father’s a bit difficult — about the 
business too Do you remember the frosty silence when you 
proposed I should write the history of our smithy ” 

Remember it ^ Say, what exactly was the faux pas — I’m 
anxious not to repeat that experience ” 

Well — a private matter — between the old man and myself 
— the ledgers, to be exact I’m expected to take an interest 
in this business, but not to concern myself with finance 
Locked, you see ” There was considerable bitterness in 
Trepat’s voice as he shook the handle of the bureau drawer 
Father has quamt ideas, that’s ail I’m all for proper costing 
up of every job and ail that, while he thinks that’s all modem 
industnalism Costmg is some kind of atheism apparently 
And he’s getting woise — this contract for instance we shall 
want the devil’s own influx of capital — so far as I can see 
You wouldn’t like to lend the house twenty thousand pesetas, 
would you ^ ” Guilleimo finished humorously 

“ I’m sorry. I guessed I’d stepped on forbidden giound, 
naturally I didn’t mean to question you about a private 
matter, though ’ ” 
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“ Oh, that’s all nght You’re a friend of the family now, 
there’s no harm in that By the way, I think I can show you 
something that will interest you ” 

Guillermo lead the way to the patio and straining to reach 
behind a stack of round stock, dragged out a hang of dusty 
chain and threw it across an anvil for Charmg’s inspection 
“ Well, what do you think of it ” 

“ Half-inch chain, long imk, what about it ” 

“ Have another look ” 

Francis pulled a length of the chain out Every link was 
cut through by a chisel and stamped with a cross , by the cuts 
he could see that the cham was very old and of rough work- 
manship 

“ That puzzles you, eh ^ The cham is three centuries old. 
It dates from 1611 to be precise, the 9th of September of that 
year, there’s an Qntry m one of the chief’s books 

‘‘ There were two heads of our family then, the younger 
brother at that time was Joan Trepat , the elder, who should 
have been the chief, was Enrique el Esclavat Enrique ^ 
Esclavat was something of an artist in repousse work, it appear^ 
at a period when the country was too poor for much display 
m such lines as ouis Well, the Moreys of Mallorca — that^ 
a smithy you ought to study, Francis — invited Emique over 
Palma to work up a verja crest for a house down by the Al^ 
mudama On the way over, the Corsairs captured him andl 
he spent the next four years smithing in North Africa It must 
have been torture, fancy lifting a chain of that weight with 
every blow of your hammer Yes, Enrique the Enslaved 
smithed for four years with chams on hands and feet After 
that seven years at a well head round and round, a score of 
times they filled up the trench his feet had worn m the earth. 
Then redemption, by the Fathers of the Trinity This cham 
IS an exact copy of the one he wore while smithing ” 

He made it on his return, as a commemoration , that 
cross IS a symbol of his liberation, or his mdividual trade- 
mark ” 

“ No, It’s not so simple as that, and very much sadder 
Enrique began his chain, but he hadn’t gone far with it — a hnk 
every first of the month, the day of his release, after confession 
and communion, had not brought the cham many links before 
the two brothers quarrelled Eleven years of possession and 
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authority were too much for Joan, the younger, to give up 
It took a lawsuit to persuade him. 

Well, Enrique sickened and died within two years of the 
judgment Those were days of piety, for all the Renaissance 
had done , the rest of that chain was made by Joan, a link a 
day after prayer and penance Once the chain was long 
enough each link was added to the piece which he had fastened 
to his wrist The last link was made with the whole length 
hanging from his arm and in public too, at the door yonder of 
this very smithy, a little to the right of the centre, for we’ve 
broadened the arch recently. 

The links were cut when the chain was finished, when his 
penance was completed If I were the Chief telling this tale, 
I should take hold of the chain and say ‘ A chain of tears and 
blood, friend ’ Lift it Francis, here Carlos, clean this for the 
sefior to put it over his arm The Chief professes to be able to 
distinguish the work of the two brothers, he says it is quite 
clear the quarrel broke out in the fifth month, but that’s just 
father If anything it looks like the third to me ” 

Francis listened to this tale of sorrow and remorse with a 
sense of extreme beauty, the awareness he had felt as the tram 
clattered by at Figueras once more shook him, though now it 
seemed as if he were seated m comfort and security and by the 
privilege of revelation looked out on one destitute of peace 

“ That is not all — this house has never made a chain from 
that day to this My father is no pietarian, I am an agnostic, 
but . . . well, I know you won’t laugh when I say that neither 
of us would lay hammer to a link You’re not likely to hear 
much more about these things from the old man, the history of 
the house is a subject taboo ever since your suggestion.” 

The ’cellist was still playing slow scales when Francis left 
Trepat House He at once went to Muntaner, and despite 
some nervousness lest the house was being watched, rang at 
Mariscai’s door The doctor was, as Trepat had said, very 
much agitated and beside himself with gratitude Though 
sturdy, he had been sorely tiled m recent months After some 
talk he announced that he was taking his household, himself, 
a sister, the housekeeper and La Roja to Palma m the island of 
Mallorca for a holiday of a month or more They would 
leave the following week-end Furthermore Mariscal pressed 
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Francis to make the journey over to Mallorca at any time he 
cared He would be renting a house and there would be ample 
accommodation 

While the doctor was attending to some private business 
Francis went out into the garden and invited Teresa to make 
an excursion with him into the mountams for the remainder of 
the day 

The afternoon was soft and balmy and the almond blossom 
had miraculously jewelled MariscaPs trees since his last visit 
They were like trees of motionless foam, startling m their 
intensity of hue and precision of form 

The girl accepted with frank pleasure, and knowing that m 
his present mood the doctor would surely consent, the house- 
keeper at once began to prepare food Manscal, when asked, 
placed his car at their disposal if they cared to use it This 
Francis courteously declined, saying that he intended to go to 
Sant Llorenc the mountain above the village of Matadepera 
some fourteen miles distant The ancient monastery upon its 
summit had been turned into a hostel by the Catalan Excursion 
Centre and he proposed to pass the night there, if Manscal had 
no objection They would leturn in time for La Roja to under- 
take her duties in the morning The doctor would not hear of 
them returning so early, the girl might have the day if she wished 

From Matadepera they were directed through vineyards 
upon whose black stumps a few leaves were still fluttering like 
tatters of scarlet silk, towards the broad stony bed of the nvcr 
which descended from the massive hills before them Sant 
Llorenc itself stood up like an enormous fortress over the 
ochreous reds and yellows and the sap greens of the plain of 
Valles over which the electric tram had borne them From 
woods of slender young pines there stood up bulging precipices 
of dull blood-hued conglomerates, shadowed horizontally by 
deep corridors and in-cuts or split by dark and vertical chim- 
neys Above the clilfs, which stood out towards the plain like 
enormous bastions, a perfect cone of thinly grassed slopes led 
up to the castle-like monastery upon its peak Behind Sant 
Llorenc there were naked ridges of painted rock, patterned 
here and there by neutral stubbles and the livelier yellow of 
newly ploughed fields, or stuck with thm pmes like pincushions 
A wall of Venetian reds beneath a cobalt and violet sky trans- 
parent as an lUummation stam washed upon white paper. 

233 



LEAN MEN 


At a thin course of water Francis took off his boots and 
stockings and carried the girl across, and then they continued 
by a path of yellow sand skirting a wood of seed pines These 
lower slopes and eddies of rocK were patched with tmy vine- 
yards and orchards They halted at a white house and obtained 
water. Before its iime-washed southern wall stood an orange 
tree , a few ungathered fruit, dry and hollow, hung upon its 
boughs like chrome lamps A sloping paddock of almond tiees 
held their pink-white candelabra before the house, and behind 
them the grave cowled forms of olive trees seemed to kneel 
crookedly hke monks pausing in procession They bade fare- 
well to the farmer’s wife and took another path which earned 
them slowly upward thiough the crackling forest The 
perfect spring day, warmed by unclouded sun and sweetened by 
the blossom and pme-fragrant breeze, put them in laughing 
humour. La Roja began to smg, an artless composition which 
he suspected of being her own until she ran back to him and said 

‘‘ Francis, did you like my song ” 

“ Why yes, my dear,” he answered, pulling her hair ‘‘ 1 
didn’t know you were a poet or a musician ” 

“ I’m not . it’s a song the shepherds smg near Figols,” 
She ran ahead again and repeated the first verse. 

Eaily this morning by the riverside 
I found a nest with fow pretty eggs 
I know not if they be of laik or pippet 
Of bird that warbles in the river^s leeds ” 

“ Bravo, go on,” he cried, waving to her to turn to the right 

“ Ear ly this morning I went to that nest 
The eggs were not but birds there were^ 

Their father and their mother fled from me 
And sang most sweetly from a bush. 

Fear not, we shepherds do no harm 

If painted eggs we did not take 

We will not rob your pretty fledglings 

Vi va the eggs in the nest and the par ent birds f 

Viva the good shepherd who sings this song ' ” 

Teresa sang these words to an exquisite melody m the 
Aeolian mode He could barely brmg himself to contmue 
walking because of the scrunching needles and the cracklmg 
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of fallen cones and twigs beneath his feet The melody, grave 
and measured like a Gregonan chant, but without its sad 
wavenngs about the cadential notes, echoed from the chffs 
above them He could hear that they were rapidly drawing near 
to the rocks The girl still kept ahead of him and began to sing 

again, the words he could not distinguish but she fitted them to 
the same melody, they were somethmgabout a bandit, he thought 
The girl ceased to sing as the slopes rapidly steepened 
They drew out of the trees and at once arrived at a col between 
the prow of the cliffs and a colossal tower of rock A strong 
wind was blowing thiough the gap making the grasses and the 
leaning tiees hiss Upon the other side of the gap the path 
turned at right angles and ran behind the shallow facade of the 
cliffs into a deeply bushed bay of the mountain side Rhodo- 
dendron, holly and box filled up the gouged pits and the ravines,, 
holm and pricldy oaks laid their shade upon the paths, a few 
bnars tripped them as they hastened on m silence Across 
the dark green hollow, cottages nestled round a lordly house 
above which more cliffs towered 

Once more they emerged into the sun at another col and 
then scrambled up a nail -scratched gully at the top of which 
they rested Still haunted by the girl’s song, he asked her to 
smg It agam She needed no pressing, but moved away about 
ten paces and sang it from behind a bush and then came back 
to the gully head Francis had drawn a few rough staves in 
his notebook 

Now smg the first line slowly, it doesn’t matter about the 
words, I’ve got those ” 

The gill tried to obey. “ I can’t . . It won’t smg — what 
do you mean ‘ without the words ’ ” 

He was astonished at her remark He had so long thought 
of her as the resolute and smcere bolshevik stiivmg to think 
out her philosophy that he had never known how near she was 
to the peasantry, from which not even the mdustnalism of her 
native town had severed her 

‘‘ Can’t you just hum the tune over, then ? I thought it 
would be easiei ” 

“ It’s for singing — we always smg it,” she replied after thought. 
I’d rather smg it — don’t look at me and I’ll smg it agam ” 
He noticed that she altered both the tune and the words 
each time she repeated a stanza 
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“ Do you know what I’m going to do with this, Teresa *> 
he said when they had finished the transcription 

Smg it It’s really a man’s song A bird-catcher taught 
me to smg it, a shepherd named Pep of Figols taught him ” 

‘‘ A bird-catcher Viva the good bird-catcher ^ No, I’m 
not going to smg it I shall print it in the Bulletin of Studies, 
with your signatuie ” 

‘‘ Francis, my dear ^ Who will want to read that I know 
lots better than that, all the girls know them I sang the one 
about Cabrer the bandit just now There’s a good one about 
the charcoal maker’s daughter who hid her brother when the 
guards were searching for him He was a conscript for the 
king’s army ” 

Tell me that one, it would interest the workers at the Centie 
perhaps ” 

She scrambled up and retreated to her bush again He 
could hear her smgmg quietly to herself and then calling to 
him she began again, using another tune, which he knew to be 
that of a muleteer’s song from the Sieira del Bou 

Teresa, you shall write an article for the Bulletin about 
these songs You must sing them over to me and I’ll take them 
down for you Describe the occasions when they are sung ” 

We smg that one going uphill • 

‘‘ Not downhill, then ^ ” 

Well, you could, but you see — it’s really for when you’re 
going to get wood or charcoal from the burners on the moun- 
tam But the men use it for going to the fields in our valley 
as well Not in Figols, of course, but I expect they used to smg it" 
It’s easy to sing without opening your mouth, that’s why ” 

“ So you’ll write the article for us and sign it with your 
name ” 

Who would want to read that 1 Nobody smgs m Bar- 
celona ” 

‘‘ Don’t they, by Jove » ” 

“ I mean not that kind of song, they sing city songs, these 
are just the people’s songs ” There was no deliberate irony 
m Teresa’s words, she was merely stating what she felt to be an 
indisputable truth 

From the gully head the magnificent path ran along a broad 
ledge which traversed an enormous face of chfFs that fell mto 
shrubbed glooms on their right Above was the red wall and 
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below them the echoing gorge, m which ravens were sailing 
out in Wide loops from mvisible stances. When they turned a 
corner by a rudimentary arete, the whole of the Catalan Pyrenees 
swung into view across the billowing biowm-red sea of plam. 
Even at that great distance every dome and slope, every 
ascendmg valley and protruding crag was visible, the outer 
heights laced with delicate snow, and the inner heights of 
Pailars and Andorra, of Cadi and Piiigmal, glittering like 
whitest poicelain In the valleys and depressions there glowed 
a translucent hue of distilled amethyst, while upon the curving 
snowfields lay famt violet shadows and washes of smalt It 
was a scene so unutterably beautiful in its brilliant purity that 
they drew near to one another, the girl mclimng her shoulders 
towards Francis as his arm curv^ed round them. Afterwards, as 
they were scrambling up the stairlike path behind a pierced tower, 
they repeatedly turned to gaze at tiie splendour benmd them 

They stumbled through the filth of the courtyard at the 
monastery, and were admitted by the guardian’s wife, who 
hearing that they intended to stay the night, hurriedly brought 
out sheets and blankets and laid them on the stony slopes 
facing the plain 

“ Fancy putting youi bed out for the whole of Catalimya to 
stare at,” said Francis as they helped the woman secure the 
sheets with stones 

“ It sweetens them and makes them dry,” Teresa replied m a 
matter of fact tone. 

After a meal they spent the rest of the daylight m exploring 
the by-paths that threaded the cliffed mountam side There 
w^as one excitmg path that plunged almost stiaight down into 
the goige below the pierced tower w'hich the guardian called 
the Dragon’s Cave The girl ventured down its crazy steep- 
ness while Francis waited at a spring that issued from beneath 
an overhanging of rock. He heaid her excited voice just 
below him and then gradually it descended towards a clump of 
pmes. He sat down and took out a pipe and the notebook m 
which he had written the shepherd’s song, and occupied 
himself with making a fair copy When this was done he 
returned the few paces to the head of the path and called to 
Teresa. The cry went fioatmg out over space like a raven and 
was flung back m complicated echoes from the multiple soimd- 
mg boards of the cliffs. There was no answer from the girl. 
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He shouted again, more clearly, drawing out the last syllable 
of her name There was again no answer He had no serious 
concern for the girl, she had been so much at home on the hills 
of Viiamamscle that it was unlikely she could have come to 
any harm, despite the fantastic nature of the path, which 
mdeed proved to be not a true path but the barest indication of 
route, possibly some mtrepid hunter’s or charcoal burner’s 
way of quick ascent At the end of the first corridor he called 
agam, and, fancying he heard an answer, dashed back to a little 
pulpit-hke bluff that jutted out from the ledge and cautiously 
leaned out from its ivied top 

He shouted again, and after a moment heard a faltermg 
reply He could not see the girl, but it was unsafe to lean far 
out, all the holds were loose and the outer edge was very much 
rounded, so that extension of the body tended to drag it from 
its position He recovered himself and ran to the end of the 
corridor, and dropped through bushes mto a confined pit of 
damp rocks. Beyond, the path wriggled to the left along an 
exceedingly narrow ledge He pushed behind a holly bush 
and immediately caught sight of the girl 

She was standing m the middle of some repulsively exposed 
slabs, quite incapable of movement She had evidently tried 
to return for she was facing the spot where he stood 

Above the slabs came the low face of rock which sustamed 
the path aoove, deeply imdercut at the angle of juncture. The 
angle of the slabs was very slight, much less than that of the 
Idwal Slabs on Glyder Fawr m North Wales, but his sight ran 
down their veined surfaces and recoiled from the immense 
hollow mto which they fell and over which the higher chiffs 
had already cast their shadows, filhng it with a solemn and 
almost morbid gloom The rock of its converging walls, for 
the valley appeared to have no floor, seemed to glare sullenly 
up at the hght through the shapeless obscurity of box and holm 
oak It was easy to see how the girl had been tempted on- 
wards A fiat shelf ran out from the ledge mto a kind of 
shallow pan in the slabs, emerged on the side and then petered 
out, a deception familiar to any climber Across the slabs at 
some ten yards distant the ledge began agam and disappeared 
among tangled growths of briar and box It was obvious that 
many made their way thus far and were repulsed by the slabs , 
the path was much more open on the side he stood upon* 
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Francis sat down on a sharp projection, and removed Ms 
boots “ Now listen, Teresa,” he said quietly, you’re m no 
danger , when I get to you I want you to put this round your 
waist and do as I say ” He took off his braces and belt and 
buttoning his trousers tightly, tied them together. They were 
useless as a support for the girl, but as a reassurance and a 
steadier they would serve Even if she fell, her weight would 
not be excessive upon that gentle inclination, provided he could 
arrest her movement promptly He remembeied an expen- 
ment he had made upon the slabs of Little Tryfan The 
human body, spreadeagled on that good granite, offered just 
sufficient friction to prevent slipping, and these slabs were less 
steep than they He stepped on to the red roof above the shelf 
and found there was not the remotest risk of a slip m stock- 
mged feet, even without utilizing the shelf or pan He moved 
down on to the shelf nevertheless, and reaching the pan stepped 
out half a pace higher than the girl She watched him without 
speaking a word, as if fascinated by her nearness to the void 
upon her left 

Keep your body erect, Teresa ^ ” he said, trying to keep 
his voice level and unconcerned “ Pay attention to me Keep 
your body erect but not stiff, stand w^eii ovei your feet, that’s 
it, you’ve hit the idea, now let your weight rest over the whole 
of your foot, heel and bah, feel for the rock through your shoes 
— splendid ^ Now, tell me, do you feel safer ? ” 

The girl answered, ‘‘ Yes ” faintly 

‘‘ Now pass this round your waist and give the ends to me ” 

He gave the improvised line into her hands , she swayed 
slightly as she took it, he saw her cheeks twitch once or twice 
as she obeyed his command Then tying the ends together so 
that the Ime was pulled close to hei body, he took a grip with 
his left hand, gathering her coat m with the belt, and advanced 
his right foot a short pace ‘‘ Now listen again, girl, start off 
with your left foot, and then, if you feel secure, keep gomg. 
It’s oMy four paces to that hollow and you can dance the rest. 
Don’t lean too far inwards and try not to be stiff Are you 
ready ^ The left foot first Right * ” he gave a gentle urge to^ 
the girl, her body rocked a little, but she did not move 

‘‘ Teresa dear, you must try, please . . help me . that’s 
all, I won’t let you fail ” The girl seemed to gather herself and 
he prepared agam “ The left foot first, are you ready Right I ” 
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She stepped forward with an involuntary moan and then 
advanced her right foot and transferred her weight to it. With 
this her paralysis disappeared and she continued, her face set 
and white, into the pan and along the shelf with gathering 
speed, and then reaching the path broke into a stumbling trot 
and collapsed as she scrambled behind the holly bush 

By the time they reached the hostel she had recovered the 
greater part of her composure The supper at the long table 
with the noisy children of the guardians completed her 
restoration After the meal the guardian brought out his 
gramophone, and hearing that Francis was an Englishman, 
busily hunted for a record which proved to be of a nasal voice 
waihng some forgotten cockney humour, “ Any ice to-day lidy, 
any ice lidy to-day ^ ’’ 

They were eventually led along a narrow winding passage 
to their bedrooms, narrow cubicles of stone and cement thinly 
carpeted m the centre Francis noted that the girl started 
violently when he stumbled against a bucket in turning a 
corner Her room was on the opposite side of the corridor 
and at the further end Before his room a short wooden 
stairway led to a door, opening which the guardian mvited 
them to take a look out from the roof, the lights of the plain 
were very beautiful, he said. They stepped out on to a flat 
roof around which ran a low parapet, and gazed towards the 
city whose faint glow was perceptible behind the hills of 
Tibidabo The moon was already rising over the httoral hills, 
but slightly enlarged and almost white 

The bed was comfortable but overloaded with blankets, 
the rearrangement of which however did not bring sleep to 
Francis. 

At first his thoughts were with his companions of the Centre 
Vivid pictures of the Plaza Real and its earnest groups and 
the promenaders beneath the colonnades persisted m his 
imagination At this hour Alonso and Texido and Isidro and 
Viianova would be sitting at their corner table, or more pro- 
bably occupied with administrative business m the little oiBSce 
behind the concierge’s sentry box Vails would' be already 
somewhere on the plain below, having set out upon his com- 
mission of inquiry that day He sat up and gazed through 
the window slit at the moon-lit world outside It was as if 
the room were suspended m air, nothmg but light was visible. 
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save the dim shape of Puig de la Creu across the valley of 
Sant Lioreng Savall, over which this side of the monastery 
looked It was below this wall that Teresa had so nearly 
come to grief. He felt a recurrence of alarm as he pictured 
her standing stupified by fear upon those slabs A feeling of 
immense tenderness came over him as he thought of her trust 
in him 

An hour later, sleep being even further off, he decided to 
go up to the roof, and then with sudden relief at the idea 
rolled up the mattress and blankets and bundled them up the 
stairs and spread them out against a stone chimney base 
Despite the height of three and a half thousand feet above 
the plam, the air was only slightly chilly The joyful relief 
of drowsiness soon pervaded him , after a while he turned over 
and slept 

He was scrambling down through bushes when he awoke 
and became conscious of a voice He staied round and then 
recogmzing it as the girl’s, turned o'ver and saw her standing 
at the top of the stairway holding her coat together at the 
neck and waist 

“ Teresa,” he whispered, ‘‘ what is it, girl ? ” She did not 
speak or move and he propped himself up on one arm 

“ Teresa, come here ” She came at once and knelt down 
beside his bed He disengaged a blanket and drew it clumsily 
round her “ What is it, child, can’t you sleep ^ ” 

“Yes,” she murmured, and began to tremble as she had 
done in the lane at Figueras “ But I keep dreaming of those 
rocks and it frightens me terribly I don’t want to sleep ” 

“ There now,” he crooned to her as if sbe were a child He 
knew that trick of the mind Even now, after many years of 
climbing, the first nights of a mountaineering holiday were 
spoiled by dreams of rotten rock or breakmg snow-steps 
“ I went to your room and knocked, but I thought you 
didn’t hear so I tried to sleep again Then the next tune this 
door was open and I thought you might be up here I was 
afraid to call at first m case it shouldn’t be you ” Teresa 
gathered her feet under her as she spoke , he perceived that 
they were unshod “ She must be cold,” he thought, and put 
out his hand and touched her foot She allowed him to take 
It m his hand and he did not offer to release it The act 
comforted him and filled him with tenderness towards her. 
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My dear, I am sorry I wasn’t there I couldn’t sleep at 
all, I think I must have eaten too much, or perhaps it was the 
wine I couldn’t keep thoughts out of my head And then I 
began to think of you — down there I always sleep well in the 
open air — I used to be a donkey or a sheep, I think — so I soon 
went off But what are you going to do, child, you’ll catch 
cold sitting here like this What have you got on *> ” 

My overcoat and some other things ” 

Run back to your room and fetch some blankets then, 
and I’ll tuck you up here,” said Francis, patting the mattress 
Oh no, Francis, don’t send me back there ” There was 
an unexpected earnestness in her voice “ I shall be all right 
like this, I shan’t be cold ” 

Nonsense. . . . Teresa * ” 

‘‘Yes, dear” 

‘‘ Let us make this bed agam and then there will be enough 
blankets for two beds ” He dared not say what the 
excitement of her presence had urged him to say, her dark 
hair had brushed his face as she had pleaded not to be sent 
back to her room 

“ No . . • I shall be better like this • . you must not give 
me any more blankets ” Her voice was tiembling , with 
sudden impulse he put out his arm and drew her down on to 
the bed and arranged the blankets over her She did not 
resist but took his hand m heis and pressed it under her chin 
m a simple gesture of affection He could think of nothing 
to say while his mind was on fire with the excitement of contact 
with her She was the first to speak 

Do you remember the night in the tower near Perelada ” 

“ Yes ” He forced a laughing tone upon the word It 
wiU be warmer to-mght, there’s no wmd and we are better 
provided with blankets But Don Nicolau must have helped 
to keep you warm ” 

“Y-e-e-s” She trailed the word dubiously This will 
be better Oh, Francis, do you think me wicked ? ” 

“ Wicked ^ My dear ^ No, I think you are delightful, 
lovely to come to me like this You are not afraid of me, are 
you ” Her fingers squeezed his hand as he spoke, but she 
did not reply In doubt about his nght to behave as he was 
domg he did not at once press her to answer. 

"" But you do trust me, don’t you Answer me.” 
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He knew at once that he was not being honest with himself, 
one part of his mind frantically desired her not to answer and 
regretted that the question had been put. The dishonest part 
of him did not wish her to trust him, did not wish to be put 
upon Its honour He was about to repeat the demand when 
she spoke He was not sure, but it sounded hke ‘‘ Yes ; he 
was left m doubt and uneasiness agam An owl fiew silently 
over them and then soared over the roof agam from the other 
side 

Tell me how you came to venture on to those slabs, dear,”^ 
he said at last, shakmg the girl gently 

“ I thought there was a path across them — I could see what 
looked like a path on the other side among the bushes, and 
then I couldn’t get any further than the middle and tned to 
come back I almost slipped in tummg round — I didn’t really 
see the precipice until then I couldn’t move after that Oh, 
Francis, I was glad when I heard you commg ” The girl 
began to cry unrestramedly and put an arm round his neck 
“ Tell me, whatever could you want to cross the slabs for — 
you hadn’t thought of going right down, had you I should 
never have let you go down the path at all had I known you 
would be so silly ” 

The girl lifted her head to listen to his words and replied . 
“ No — I didn’t mean to go far . • . but when I arrived at 
the holly bush I saw some blossoms on the other side I think 
It was wild cherry or wild almond — I wanted some ” 

Little chump ^ You could have picked some of those we 
saw higher up, couldn’t you ” 

Yes, but ” She tightened her arm round his neck and 
lapsed into silence 

Teresa La Roja, the httle chump of Figols,” he murmured. 
** It was for you, I wanted to brmg back a bunch for you 
His heart began to beat fast at her words but there was some- 
thmg of disappomtment in the dishonest quartei of his mmd. 
The girl gave a sudden start and gasped What was that ? 
Somethmg black » ” 

Black Oh, a little owl I expect, he’s been flying about 
here for some time I expect we’ve stolen one of ius lookout 
points, the quiet old rascal ” As if m derision or protest the 
owl hooted below the walls Teresa crept closer to him, and 
yieldmg to the irresistible impulse he turned her face upwards 
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and pressed his lips upon her mouth She yielded to his kiss 
and lay lightly trembling beside him 

Oh, Teresa, Teresa, you are beautiful,” he whispered 
Dear Francis,” she murmured Her movement brought 
her foot into contact with his Its touch for a moment calmed 
him and then the blood seemed to explode in his veins, he 
pressed his face upon her agam and she sighed and sought his 
lips with the assent of searching response He was almost 
dehnous with the sweet anguish of the passion that filled him, 
alternately the strength of his body seemed doubled and then 
as suddenly ebbed away till he trembled with the elTort of 
holding her to him He felt the sickness of passion and the 
aclnng of his back as if those sensations were something 
appiehended through a seething mist of fire 

Francis ” The girl’s voice was trembling as hei body 
yearned upwards towaids him, he slid his hand inside her 
coat and with momentary relief caressed her breasts , her 
body yielded longingly to his hand, she was weaiing nothing 
beneath but her vest He could delay no longer, her knees 
yielded at once to the gentle prising of his knee 
Teresa,” he gasped 

**Yes, oh yes, yes,” she whispered, putting her other arm 
round his neck My beloved Francis ” 

Even m that moment of fulfilment the word checked him 
Beloved,” she had said The same disappointment filled 
him that he had experienced when she had told him of the 
blossom This was not the generosity of intimate companion- 
ship, then She loved him, and he was unable to make that 
lie to himself which the dishonest quarter of his mind urged 
him to make Despite their equal faith they weie worlds 
apart The mevitable self-deception prompted itself — he 
would make a clean break with London — forget — hve out his 
life with this girl ; and as inevitably the deception represented 
Itself with a mask of moral justification He would atone for 
the evil he had done by serving this girl, giving her the care 
and guidance she needed Vague and instantaneous as they 
were, his decision was made after assessment of them The 
girl sighing beneath him was beautiful, revolutionary, and 
within her world mteihgent , * but this was not possible 
He could feel her dismay at his hesitation, yet the fire m 
his body was sinking, sorrow at the injury he must have already 
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done to her and anger at frustrated need mingled in his mind 
as he lay beside her again, his cheek upon the smooth skin of 
her breast. She struggled to turn upon her side. 

‘‘ Francis my darling . . why did you leave me . . oh 

don’t, don’t . Lie upon me again ... I love you • . 
Oh Francis my sweet one, love me, love me . . I cannot 
wait . ” Her voice became inaudible The fierce mascu- 
line passion he had felt did not return at her words, but only 
a cimnmg dishonest cravmg that cajoled his conscience with 
labyrinthine lies Desperately he struggled free and left her 
. and went over to the parapet 

The swarmmg lights of the towns had been long extinguished, 
one or two bnUiant points clustered together told him where 
the village lay below the peak, a few isolated lights far out in 
the darkness shone like the lamps of fishing \'essels upon a 
waveless sea A faint breeze was soughing m the trees upon 
the cliff edge and rustlmg over the stones of the parapet 
Behind him the gxrl was weepmg bitterly As e\er, excited by 
emotion, by sorrow, he began vividly to imagine what the 
mmutise of the physical world must feel had they sensation 
It began by an anguished sharpening of his senses . the 
girl’s weeping drove him to listen to the hissmg of the breeze 
. then his heaimg commenced to analyse the tangled skem 
of sound There was the rising and failing water, noise of 
the leaves upon the cliff brink, the hum of boughs, the softly 
harsh thrr ” of wmd among stones, the sighmg labials of 
air passing over the rough gramte of the parapet And this 
was punctuated by the quiet thudding blow of sudden eddies 
against the enormous and invisible sounding boards of the 
precipice, and the ascendmg and descendmg sirens of swirlmi 
air about detached pinnacles Then he imagined the wind m 
a living sorrow, lost m the blackness of the night , a sense o 
mcredible loneliness swept o\er him, the loneliness which u 
his most sensitive moments he had always felt to be the tragedy 
of life, agamst which love and companionship were man’i 
desperate but at the last unavailing efforts to contend, th^ 
tragedy of umqueness, of the spark of mind wandered b 
fantastic chance mto a mighty universe of matter. He ha< 
often vainly struggled to confine this fleeting perception n 
words— It came only m moments of immensely deepene 
experience — of sorrow or fear, but never of joy. He had fe] 
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It when Teresa had been paralysed by horror in the middle 
of the slabs His mmd had gone down through the echoing 
void and his visual sense had fastened itself upon the sullen 
and glowering rock of the gorge below Space itself seemed 
to have being, to be Sorrow in extension , from that immensity 
he returned upon himself, upon the things about him, the 
wmd upon the parapet, the parapet, the tiny grams of stone 
holding up their mfimtesimal bucklers of substance into the 
movmg air , 

He could not bear that persistent crying and went back to 
her She was upon her knees, resting her head against the 
chimney shaft He put his arm round her shoulders and 
pleaded with her If only he could break down her loneliness, 
if only he could penetrate the irrefragable wall of exclusion 
which he knew surrounded every human being • a wall which 
love Itself could not break » 

“ Teresa, my dear one • . Oh, forgive me. ... I have 
been wicked 

No, no, don’t say it,” she moaned, suirendeimg to his arms 
as he drew her towards him 

“ My dear one it was madness, nothing but wicked 
madness on my part ” 

She gently pushed his arms open and lay down , he bent 
over her, longing to give some comfort , her nails hurt him as 
she clutched his knees m both her hands Teresa remained 
sdent for nearly a quarter of an hour and then, kneeling beside 
him, turned his face to her and kissed his lips and said 

Lie down with me . . by my side ” He did as she 
pleaded and then, moved by an impulse, began to explain 
why he had left her 

‘‘ You see, dear, you love me very much . you must . . . 
I 

“ But Francis, perhaps you think me wicked . you 
needn^t have married me, oh, you are my comrade, the best 
worker, the best man I have ever met, yes, I love you, can’t 
you see I wouldn’t have asked you to marry me ” 

“ My dear, that’s not what I meant ” 

But I would go anywhere with you — -I would stay with 
you all your life I want to ” 

‘^Yes, I know Teresa, it wouldn’t be possible Think! 
You know that I am a servant of the movement — where shall 
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I be next year I may not even be alive, there is danger at 
times ” 

“ Oh don’t, don’t, I can’t bear that . unless you take me 
With yom Don’t you love me at all, Francis ^ ” 

‘‘ Yes I love you not as a man should love a woman 
if he means to take her if he oh, you understand. I 
know we could not be happy spending the rest of om lives 
together I love you — ^you are beautifai, splendid, oh, these 
foolish words of praise are not what I mean, if I could make 
music for you, Teresa, I would worship you like that, my 
lovely comrade But it was terrible I should have been 
the hrst, dear ^ ” He had been too sh}- and ashamed to ask 
her before 

‘^Yes,” she answered simply and clearly He was filled 
With unutterable rehef that he had not taken her virginity 
fiom her In jest, or in the easy philosophy of tne political 
club they made light of this, even in moments of calm reason 
he did not regard it as a significant possession, at that very 
moment he wondered at the intensity of his relief Yet he felt 
he could shout with joy that he had not done this thing, before 
which he felt m the presence of some awful mystery. He 
kissed her with passionate relief and then m a burst of re- 
pentence told her of Elizabeth and more diffidently of Lydia 
why had the order of their appearance in his imagination 
suddenly changed He had definitely mentioned Ehzabeth 
first 

Teresa did not reproach him, but he perceived that his 
confession hurt her deeply After a while she said TeMl 
me about yourself, Francis,” and agam kissed him as if ai 
answer to his embrace of relief 

He began to tell her awkwardly, of the history of his 
smce he had met Angela, of her death after they had return©® 
to London, of his entry mto the movement, his work, right 
to his arrival in Barcelona They lay an hour locked m oms 
another’s arms, he finding fresh rehef and comfort m recount- 
ing the peaceless hunger that had taken hold of him agam. 
He confessed his visit to the Moulm Rouge and his delight m 
La Perlita . . Before he could mention his passion for the 

half-caste she mterrup ted him 

“ Did you go there for . for what we were going to do, 
dear one ” she asked timidly 
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** I don’t know . . . not m the first place later, yes I 
think at first it was to find some lesser comfoit — the sight of 
woman^s beauty, no, of her body, has always been relief to 
me . , no, not always, Teresa, but often it has been a kind 

of enjoyment which does not hurt my conscience so much. 
It IS so hard to explain — and yet so easy I am just a brute, 
an animal, I haven’t told you the whole truth ” 

She made a movement of protest and then wriggled up the 
bed until her lips were near his ear 

“ Let me do that for you then, Francis, if it would please 
you . . Oh, I am not evil, am I I do not mean to tempt 
you It would comfort me too, I think ” 

He knew it would not tempt him, but again he felt a momen- 
tary distrust It was not what he needed, the comfort he 
needed now was but her presence for it seemed as if the 
irrefragable wall had indeed been broken At some other 
time beauty might perhaps have calmed him — but now, m 
sorrow as she was, it was an unnecessary loveliness Yet — 
there was opposition to this decision m his mind, it was this 
that caused him to experience distrust But she had said it 
would comfort her Teresa knew that it was a substitute for 
the embrace they had not enacted , this was different, then 
He knew that the final assent of his conscience was not a he 
Yes, dear, stand m the moonlight, for a moment ” 
She knelt up m the bed, let her overcoat fall from her and 
shd off her vest and turned and gazed at him for a moment 
“ In the moonlight,” he whispered Teresa advanced be- 
yond the shadow of the chimney shaft and slowly faced about 
and let her arms fall from before her body 

She was crying, and her weeping would mevitably have 
robbed him of enjoyment of her beauty But now there was 
a loveliness about her that had m it nothing of flesh She was 
beautiful, and the light falling upon her timid candour, for 
she had not forgotten the normal habit of her mmd, gave her 
an uneaithly loveliness that had new sigmficance He caught 
his breath as once more he felt that deep heart-shaking per- 
ception of greater loveliness than substance can embody Her 
act might be the product of frustrated desire, but he began to 
see how the mechanics of mind produce their poetry as the 
forces of gravity and the alliance of molecules produce visual 
beauty. As from corruption, from dirt • . beauty emerges. 
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so from folly and well, one might call it sm • . this rare 
flower had grown The sweetness of that moment flowed 
back over the night and seemed to absolve him , dissolving 
away from the tenseness of his memory its bitterness of re- 
morse He longed to creep to her and kiss her knees, yet he 
knew, m some far-off abstraction of knowledge, that the con- 
tact of flesh might imperil that sw^eetness Ail this was really 
beyond the limits of common reason to assess , the marvel of 
this girl standing there, naked upon this roof, upon this peak 
. It was fantastically sharp and penetrating m its sheer 
beauty, like a sad phrase of mountain song in a desolate place 
of screes and crags, or the sudden appearance of gentians 
among dreary morains It was as sweet as the relief he had 
felt when she had reached the path at the edge of the slabs, as 
the relief he had felt when he had not robbed her of her 
maidenhead She was dearer to him than any lover or wife 
could ever be 

Slowly Teresa returned to the bed and drew on her over- 
coat and lay down with him, striving to conceal her coldness 
from him He took her into his arms and they remained 
talkmg quietly for half an hour before the girl sank into sleep 

In the early greyness of dawn a voice below the walls awakened 
them, and they sat up and began to gather up the blankets 
Teresa’s coat was unbuttoned, and she blushed as her nakedness 
was exposed, even though she knew he had averted his gazd 
Silently they returned to their rooms and dressed /| 

Neither of them wished to stay longer upon the mounta^ 
and Francis himself believed he would never go back to w 
By midday they had returned to the city, the girl still sileciij 
She brightened a little when he promised to take her to tj^ 
Centre on the Thursday night to hear the lecture, and moi^ii 
so when he promised to write to her once a week during he^ 
absence m Mallorca An appeal to her to exercise revolutionary 
control steadied her even more. 
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GOD AND THE SALMON 

During the formalities, Francis had time to study Miro 
Texido, moved to the secretary’s chair m Vail’s absence, had 
curtailed the reading of the previous minutes and current 
business in view of the great attendance The salon at the 
Plaza Real was packed, a compact bunch of blue-shirted 
workers was even standing on the long table in the corner on 
which they kept periodicals and games To Charmg’s slight 
alarm, Teresa had told him that Mariscal would be accom- 
panying his fiiend Miro Still, they could not be held 
responsible for the views of persons who attended public 
lectures 

The ichthyologist was a man of about forty years of age, 
shoit and sallow -complexioned, large cheek-bones touched 
the rim of his thick glasses He was perpetually licking his 
lips, slightly purplish m colour. Sunken-chested, but erect 
and apparently healthy, he seemed to be devoid of interest 
and impulse, and had an affected smlf and certain mannerisms 
with his hands, whose white backs were darkened by thick 
growths of hair He was trying to give the impression of 
being indifferent to the crowd and of superiority to those 
of the committee who sat near him 

It was deal from his first remarks that Miro was something 
of an affected pedant and this put Fiancis upon his guard 
lest untowaid incidents might happen The Catalan worker, 
intellectually eager and willing to learn from anyone treating 
him V ith respect, could be completely unmanageable if treated 
to a display of patronage It was obvious they had a very 
mixed audience, and Miro had severely tried their patience 
when at the end of twenty minutes of puiely scientific classifi- 
cation of fishes he announced that his subject would be not 
fishes m general but the salmon There had been an 
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immediate quickenmg of interest Indicatmg by gesture tlial: 
be was now approaching the subject m earnest, Mu 6 began 
Duce more to describe the place the salmon occupied m the 
dassiiication of fish There was already much shuffling of 
feet, coughing and ignition of pipelighters 

** The salmon, salmo salar^ the most important member ai 
this family,” Miro concluded his classification, and at once 
proceeded These anadromous euryhalines, with their alter- 
nating thalamic and potamic modes of existence, present 
exceedingly mterestmg problems ” 

There was a loud and long drawn “ Je-e-e-esus ^ ” fiom 
Elipe, sitting near the end of the second row from the back^ 
followed by a ripple of laughter Francis was at a loss for a 
moment, he had meant to offer a word of explanation shouM 
any technical word prove a stumbling block, but for the life 
of him he could find no meaning in Miro’s sentence His 
quandary was solved by Mariscal who rose from his seat m 
front of the table 

** Perhaps Sefior Miro, and you, Mr Chairman, will allow 
me to explam It is difficult to avoid technicalities in siny 
specialized body of learning, of course, but I think the lecturer 
wishes to say that the salmon, which is a migrant fish, is 
especially mterestmg because it periodically leaves the salt 
water of the sea and ascends the riveis ” 

‘‘ Ah, now I’ve got you,” shouted Elipe , “ of course, that’s 
what he meant ” 

“ No disrespect to you, Mr Chairman,” one of the bui]u::k 
on the table was saying, ‘ but I move the gentleman m the 
front row mto the chair as interpreter ” There were cries of 
‘‘ Second that ” and “ Vote ” Francis rose to ask for orde!r,,| 
not being able to catch the earnest remarks Mariscal wai 
addressing to him Miro suddenly began to speak again 
to everyone’s surprise he began a quite intelligible and coth-' 
paratively interesting account of the salmon Interest at mMX 
began to reawaken There were still many techmcal expres- 
sions which mvanably provoked comment in certain quartern^ 
m particular from a dark, thick-set rather hulking individimi 
near Alonso Mentioning the various river basins of tte 
Cantabrian coast frequented by the salmon, Miro remarked 
that there were more populous ones in France A worker m 
the third row jumped up 
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“ The Adour valley, IVfer Lecturer, eh 

The Adour, yes, do you know the nver then 
“ I should think I do I spent the best years of my life 
there making munitions during the Great War/’ replied the 
interrupter and then went on to an excited and picturesque 
account of the Adour Valley 

What bait did you say you used ” Miro put m with 
evident interest 

Shrimps, always boiled shrimps ^ ” 

Francis was compelled to wave the man down, but not 
without gratitude Perhaps awakened to enthusiasm by the 
mterruption, Miro at once continued with a thrilling and 
perfectly lucid treatment of his subject, pausing to explain or 
weed out umntelligible professionalisms His nervousness 
seemed to have disappeared and with it his mannerisms He 
finished a splendid description of the mating journey of the 
salmon from the lightless immensity of the Atlantic depth to 
the clear radiance of the head-stream shallows in the Pyrenees 
and Cantabrian mountams 

“ From extreme to extreme, and what do you think guides 
the fish so unerringly upon this astonishing journey ” 

There were several answers of Instinct ” 

“ No, scientists have given up belief in the instinct of the 
salmon The answer is " oxygen ’ Just as one or two of you 
have already gone over to the window the better to breathe 
m this rather choked atmosphere ” — there was an immediate 
extinction of many cigarettes — “ so the salmon follows only 
the line of water which contains the greatest oxygen Oxygen 
and sex are the things which urge the salmon onwards 
His journey is a love journey, a honeymoon one might 
say, in which he takes the journey before choosing his 
bride ” 

‘‘ Sensible fish,” Elipe obseived 

“ Perhaps so,” laughed Miro Gorged with rich food in 
the ocean, his developing sex organs compel him to search for 
more oxygen to sustam them and the changing life of his 
body He crowds up the river mouth and passes inland 
Think now of the marvel he accomplishes Take the case 
of the Adour river The salmon continues easily until he 
reaches the junction of the great tributary of the Gave Now 
how does he know which river to take"? He cannot see the 
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mountains, nor even very far in the water, he cannot talk, he 
may never have been so far before, for only one m ten thousand 
salmon ever survive the exhausting return to the sea 
Surrounded by water, how can he know which way to turn ^ 
The answer is oxygen In one water he cannot breathe, the 
warmer waters of the plam carry less oxygen dissolved m them 
So he turns to the window, that is to the branch which comes 
fiom the hills, whose water because it is cold and because it 
tumbles swiftly, dissolves much ox 3 ^gen And so the salmon 
fights on Its organs constantly growing inside it, both in 
male and female, it needs more and more oxygen Then even 
if it IS stopped by a dam or waterfall it does not tarn back, it 
will exhaust itself m leaping the fall It must always seek the 
rich waters which are comfort and peace to the fish Bear m 
mind that when it enters the river-mouth its sexual glands 
weighed only a hundredth part of the fish’s total weight As 
it ascends the river these grow until they form nearly a sixth. 

** The fish puts on a wedding dress, even before he has 
found a bride, or she a bridegroom Would those who believe 
m instinct say that the fish changes its colour by mstmct ” 
How then ” several questioned 

“ Those lovely colours we see on the fish in the last stages of 
Its journey aie due solely to the oxygen and to the enlarged 
organs They are secretions fiom its body, forced out by the 
life It IS living, by oxygen and its own enriched blood Bear 
m mmd that so important are these two things that the fis^ 
do not even care much about eating Since there are h 
ladies present, one may say openly that, like a bride 
bridegroom, the salmon care more about love than food^B 
their wedding journey ’ 

There was a burst of laughter , Miro had evidently not 
Teresa sitting behind Elipe #,5* 

“ But this fasting of the salmon has a different explanalic^ 
Its huge sexual organs press so heavily upon its stomach thai 
It has no appetite It could not digest even if it did eat."” 

The thick -set individual made a remark which caused sotr» 
protest among those around him, but which Frarcis could 
not hear 

“ The fish consummate their honeymoon in October or 
November, gathering together in the rocky headstreams near 
the snows of the great peaks The water, whipped by the 
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wind and bubbling with cascades, excites the fish to a passion 
of love enthusiasm. He is now worn thm by his long journey 
and the excitement of love — ^it is now he would write poems 
like a love-sick poet if he were able ’’ 

“ M’Carven Deu/’ ejaculated Alonso, ‘‘ the Serenade of a 
Salmon or the Sonnets of a Goldfish I’ll write ’em to- 
morrow ” 

“ Indeed, the salmon does Though his life may appear 
cold and unemotional, it is really as rich and tumultuously 
full of splendid emotion as is ours The weddmg dress is his 
poem The wedding bed is his poem also, he provides it for 
his bride ” 

On the instalment plan ” bawled Elipe 
Silence, silence,” there was contmuous hissing at the 
mterruption 

‘‘ He makes it himself, pressing his body fidmly down on the 
bed of the nver, he wears a groove m the subsoil, scattering 
the harsh grit with his fins Again there is no mstinct He 
doesn’t know what he is doing All he feels is an irntation m 
his body to be eased by rubbmg or scratching, as one scratches 
one’s head, for instance Then the females occupy the beds 
provided for them and begin to squirm about to lelieve the 
tension m their own glands At last m a delirium of excite- 
ment the geims of life are ejected, the female’s eggs pour from 
her in spasms, m parcels of eggs as it were It is the secretions 
dissolved in the water around her which causes the male to 
pour out the milt which fertilizes the eggs, for when she 
occupies the bed he stays outside, just behind her ” 

Well, well,” said Ehpe 

Then at last totally exhausted, starving, too weak to eat, 
the fish returns to the sea Not by mstmct, but because the 
current of the river is far too powerful for them Thousands 
die on the way All they can strive to do is to keep their 
heads upstream so that the water may enter their mouths and 
on Its way through the gills yield up to them the oxygen The 
salmon might be a subject for an opera, m which both lovers 
meet a tragic love -death in the last act No, I am not joking, 
gentlemen, the life of a salmon is nature’s tragedy Very few 
of these fish ever return to spawn agam ” 

After this Miro began a siroilar account of the migrant 
tunny, a Mediterranean fish more famihar to the audience. 
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Towards the end of this the discourse was taken out of his 
hands by one of the visitors who had worked m the tunny 
fishing industry He gave a vivid and sickening descnption 
of the way in which the massive fish are hung up head down- 
wards m their hundieds to bleed inside dark and filthy sheds 
and how he had seen debased workers hold a cup of wme 
under the wounds and horrify visitors by drinking the mixture 
Eventually, when Francis had tactfully persuaded the man to 
sit down, Miro remarked * 

‘‘ There are, of course, much larger fish than the tunny.’’ 

“ The whale,” somebody called 
No, the whale is not a tiue fish It is a mammal which 
suckles its young just as the human mother does It has 
reproductive organs like human beings , though the male 
organ may not always be visible, being withdrawn withm the 
body, it IS often many feet long ” 

There was some laughter at this, Elipe’s voice could be 
heard amongst it Alonso leamng back m his seat called to 
him 

“ Hola, jealous then, Elipe ” There was a further burst of 
laughter and some protest Texido jumped up from the 
secretarial seat 

Gentlemen ^ for shame, gentlemen, let us have no more of 
this Don’t you realize that we have ladies present ” 

That won’t hurt her ^ ” shouted the thick -set man who 
had led the objection to Miro’s jargon Alonso at once stood up. 

‘‘ I’m sorry. It was a foolish remark I apologize to the 
senonta I’m really sorry ” Francis could see that he was 
blushing Miro had also coloured deeply, and his confusion 
grew more extreme as La Roja stood up He averted his gaze 
and sat down utterly confounded. 

I don’t mmd,” Teresa was saying, there’s nothing 
improper m humanity ” The doctrmaire profession did not 
dismiss her embarrassment 

“ That’s right,” Eiipe blurted out, “ ’course there’s not, she 
knows all about it ” 

There was a surge of condemnatory hubbub and cries of 

Sit down, Ehpe ’ ” Alonso was shakmg his hand at the 
strong man You’re letting yourself down, apologize like a 
man ^ ” Ehpe’s reply contained an oath which, w'hile in- 
offensive enough, was against the prevailmg feeling of the 
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audience. There were more numerous cnes of “ Sit down ” 
and ‘‘ Put him out,” “ Stewards, where are the stewards ” 
Alonso was vehemently denouncing Elipe while Francis was 
struggling to restore order. 

“ You don’t know how to behave before a lady,” the Murcian 
shouted 

“ Animal, it was you who made the remark, wasn’t it ? ” 
The thick -set man stood up and waved his arm at Alonso 
You make me tired, doesn’t she know what I’ve got ? ” 

There was a fresh outburst of indignation and two or three 
of the stewards moved towards the man Francis took hold of 
Texido’s paper-weight and hammered the table, and at last 
procured silence 

“ Gentlemen,” he said, ‘‘ I thmk we all agree that such 
scenes as we have witnessed are not edifying Now I’m not 
going to lay blame of any kind. The worker is not accus- 
tomed to the presence of women in his discussions — he has 
yet to learn how to behave It will be a better day for Spam 
when he can at last persuade his fellow-worker of the opposite 
sex to come forward into public life I shall ask for no apolo- 
gies Let us Ignore what has happened, let us contmue as if 
nothing had been said ” 

There was a chorus of *‘Hear, hear” at this speech and 
Miro continued Once more he took refuge m a mass of 
technicalities to cut short which Francis pushed his watch 
across the table 

“ Finally,” said the lecturer, rounding off with a facile 
period that was evidently habitual, in all these marvellous 
migrations of the salmon and tunny, and other fish such as 
the shad and the herring and the little sardine, we can see 
something, I thmk, greater than mechanism Everything is 
organized towards the continuation of the species To that 
end the most subtle of living mechanism are devised. It is for 
Creation, gentlemen, and for my part I confess that I have a 
belief that there is one, a God, if you like the term, who dwells 
behind it all, guiding, inspiring, planmng the life of Nature.” 

There was long and sustained applause and a vote of thanks 
moved and seconded spontaneously The lecture had been a 
success Francis gave the audience leave to question. An 
avalanche of inquiries was directed at Miro. Once more he 
threw off the jargon of his profession and joined in the 
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discussion with humour and enthusiasm, but not so whole- 
heartedly as hitherto Finally Texido stood up and asked 
leave to question Miro 

“ If the lecturer will permit, I should hke to cross-examine 
him, rather than question ” 

Miro nodded in assent 

“ The lecturer at the last said that God was necessary to 
explain the migration of the salmon ” 

“ No, sehor, I did not,” protested Miro, ‘‘ I said that the 
nicety of these migrations impelled me to believe that behind 
It all there was a directing God ” 

“ Exactly the point You say that oxygen satisfactorily 
accounts for the whole of the journey.” 

“ Oxygen and simiiai excitants ” 

“ Well and good, now if these material things can explain 
the whole of these movements without instinct or God m their 
execution, what need is there for God behind ? The only 
justification for an hypothesis is its necessity ” 

“ You must conceive of God as being behind all this,” Miro 
msisted 

If God were wholly behind the facts of the case one could 
never know of his existence Either he is present m the jump 
of a salmon, or in his search for oxygen, for example, m such 
a way that his presence is both necessary and discoverable, or it 
remams an hypothesis Perhaps the lecturer will answer whether 
God IS necessary and is to be found in the fish's jump or not ” 
“ I have already said that oxygenal needs determine the 
salmon’s movements ” It was clear that Miro was fencing 
“ Then the hypothesis remams unvenfiabie, something one 
can test only by its comforting power ” 

‘‘ No, It adds a philosophic roundness, so to speak, to our 
conception of the world, of the universe ” 

I must point out that the alleged existence of instincts 
such as the salmon and the swallow were held to possess was 
thought to be a proof of God’s existence.” 

“ Instincts are all done away with m my department of 
science , . ” Miro once more asserted 
At this point, although the debate was mterestmg to the 
audience, Francis felt it necessary to prohibit further discus- 
sion, and after announcing that membership of the Centre 
was open to ail persons gaming their livelihood by wages, and 
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that m the near future there would be a musical mght, he 
finally closed the proceedings There were over twenty new 
adherents to the Centre, among them the individual who had 
described the Adour Basin and who proudly added his nick- 
name of Matapeix, Killfish/’ and also, to Channg’s dis- 
pleasure, the thick-set man whose remark had created so 
much difficulty He seemed a very self-opimonated person, 
anxious to give himself importance, bumptious even. His 
name was Masera, a building crane operator by trade 

In the library Texido had been energetically reproving his 
fnend , Alonso was standing before him with a very crestfallen 
expression when Francis entered with Teresa He renewed 
his apologies and asked La Roja to forgive him with such 
fervour as to make her blush She did so to please him, pro- 
testing the while that there was no offence. Alonso had been 
very impressed with her first appearance at the Centre, when 
she had pacified Ehpe, and he felt therefore doubly humihated 
by his conduct “ It’s nothing, Teresa,” Francis explained 
“ Alonso has a ready tongue, that’s all, it ran away with him.” 
The Murcian nodded his head ruefully When invited she 
refused to visit Prestcott upon the following day 

Half an hour later the girl approached Francis and said 
that she was leavmg for Muntaner and that Alonso was 
escorting her. He confessed to himself that he was a httle 
jealous of Alonso, yet he could not suppose that the girl would 
welcome his intrusion She had lost much of her buoyancy 
and colour, her appearance resembled that which she had 
possessed at Figueras and she did not greet him with any ease 
of bearmg Anxiety for Teresa had made him very unhappy 
during the meeting It was entirely without depreciation of 
her that he had surmised that her love for him was not wholly 
a thing of unmixed impulse. The glamour of the city would 
have excited her, his company and their identical faith would 
have induced a false sense of intimacy' Her passionate 
adherence to doctrine, even to opinions which formed no real 
part of revolutionary belief, might also have disposed her to 
sunender. Yet now her distressed appearance seemed to con- 
tradict this reasoning His affection for her had not changed, 
she was incredibly dear to him in a way which was sufficiently 
human to react with jealousy as Alonso led her from the 
Centre, eagerly discussing Texido’s use of “ Occam’s razor.” 
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DON GUMERSIND’S BOND 

When Don Serafino, rector of St Petei and St Just, had left 
the church, the ladies of the Altar Guild slowly filed out into 
the plaza The disaster which had occurred withm the church 
had silenced them all, and they stood as if dazed, at the head 
of the steps The conversational mechamsm of the guild was 
not able to deal with such catastrophes without preparation , 
it was almost a relief when Senora Trepat complained of 
faintness and had to be assisted into the church once more 
and sustained m a chair while Dona Ambrosia puffed away 
to the vestry for water to keep the prisoner — to refresh the 
unfortunate lady 

Even Senora Trepat was relieved at this suspension of judg- 
ment, for her friends would now have double cause for sisterly 
censure First she had told them she would not be assistmg 
at the Monday labours of the guild until the week after the 
Octave of Easter, and then, having polished the sainPs lamp- 
bowl, had dragged it from its sconce so that it had smashed to 
pieces on the chancel floor How fortunate that it had not 
been the bowl of the principal sanctuary lamp ^ After the 
disaster Dona Gertrudis had been terrified at the thought of 
cleaning the chief hght and had gingerly wiped its bowl with 
a rag and slid the lamp up its chain once more. Don Serafioo 
had been very sweet and noble, they agreed, after he had 
recovered from the shock of that awful ciash 

M’ Carven L ” he had burst out, “ Diez,’" piously sub- 
stituting as was his custom the word ten ” for “ God ” m 
that popular blasphemy. 

By and by Senora Trepat, realizing that the Holy Office 
must be faced sooner or later, felt a little better and permitted 
herself to be helped out to the bonfires, to the square 

But once upon the steps the affair again proved too great 
for the mechamsm to deal with, and they stood awhile watch- 
mg the children playing m the warm March sunlight. Senora 


259 



LEAN MEN 


Trepat could find no comfort m this, even though a group of 
boys v^as playing Blacksmith,’’ a game which usually amused 
her and at the same time awakened motherly feelings in her 
experienced breast In this game the leader, the master 
smith, would begin to hammer first with his right hand and 
then with his left, the apprentices copying him as he added 
limb after limb to the motion and paying forfeit if they failed 
to keep up a continuous hammermg with every member. 

They looked round the squaie to see if some minor occur- 
rence would catch its horns in the bush Outside the lottery 
administration office the white tickets were idly lifting in the 
breeze like a draper’s exhibits The Guild had collectively 
bought a tenth part of a ticket in the lottery which the Sisters 
of the Heait of Mai*y had obtained government licence to run 
m aid of their chanties Lotteiies had already been exhausted 
as a conversational theme A cart was drawing out of the 
arch by the Lamp of the Evening Edition, loaded with chairs 
But they had already discussed the concert which had been 
given m the cafe, besides, it was a republican concert and as 
devout catholics, and more, as the wives of republicans, they 
had no desire to hear moie about it A paity of little girls 
was playing Catechism, others were skipping, a boy was 
careering wildly among the rmgs of children on a bicycle. 
Nothing profitable happened 

Perhaps the fountain, its balcony now vested m fresh 
greenery, would loosen their tongues With determination 
they descended the steps and crossed the square The real 
truth was that the nearness of the event and its bigness pre- 
vented them from assessing it justly Dona Desposoris’s keen 
historical sense mdeed rebelled at the task, until time should 
have given it perspective. Gertrudis, staggered with the im- 
mensity of her relief that the accident had not been hers, had 
joyfully begun a campaign m favour of making Senora Trepat 
pay, she had appealed to the judgment of her friends with a 
constantly growing figure, but Desposoris, inexorable as 
history, had vetoed the discussion 

The guild ladies stood awhile at the fountam, while a horse 
drank from its trough, and then when the excuse had departed 
Dona Desposoris said 

So you will not be assisting us for several weeks then. 
Dona Agata ? ” 
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This was cruelly unfair of Desposons, thought Sehorg. Trcpat, 
did not her friend know all about the matter Was she not 
even responsible Why then should she lead the attack, or 
set in motion the wheels of justice against her defection 

“ No . Doha Desposons — I — well — Sehoia Faster — 
your sister-in-iaw ” (pay her back, the unkindness of it 
has invited me to help with her guild,” and having struck 
the blow Doha Agata trembled lest it should be mortal 
“ To help with the Guild at the Cathedral Which Guild 
What altar does Sehora Fuster care for Oh, how could you, 
how conld you ” Gertrudis launched into a flood of questions 
that proceeded from a complicated blend of jealousy, dis- 
appointment and indignation of two sorts, of mdignation at 
treachery and that Agata should be escaping the tribunals of 
justice 

‘‘ Oh, no ^ ” Doha Desposons shut her mouth firmly and 
held It tight as if the rush of speech she wished to quell had 
been issuing from her own lips Nudged by Caritat m her 
capacity of chief teller, Doha Gertrudis eventually copied the 
senior’s action so that the latter might at last reopen her 
mouth, or so it appeared 

Doha Agata has been mvited to help at a needlework 
party which is engaged m making some new Paschal banners. 
She IS not leaving us for good ” 

A needlework party ^ Well, yes, Sehora Trepat was capable 
enough with the needle, they admitted that, though the 
Paschal lamb she had worked upon one of the altar cloths did 
lesembie the traditional bad sheep or at least a little roysterer 
of the family leturning home late with a flag over his shoulder. 
What would Sehora Trepat do without Catarina What 
would she do ^ They knew, everyone knew that the servant 
threaded the needles for her mistress This had mdeed been 
a cause of anxiety to Doha Agata, it would not be possible to 
invite the Cathedral Guild to meet at Trepat House as she 
had done in the case of the needlework party of St Just But 
several packets of self-threading needles, of all sizes, brought 
home in a neat case by Gumersmd had not only warmed her 
heart (first a holiday and then a present ’) but had also calmed 
her fears The Englishman’s remark about these new-fangled 
needles had been most providential She felt grateful to him, 
even though she had really been relieved when he had left 
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the houae after a few days’ occupation of the room which they 
had placed at his disposal “ She is not leavmg us for good.” 
Her friend’s concluding words annoyed Senora Trepat, of 
course she was not, but why shouldn’t she if she could 
Besides maliciously reminding her of the passing of temporal 
gloiies the remark implied censure 

Doha Desposoris was kind enough to tell me that Senora 
Fuster — her sister -m-law — ^needed another helper — who could 
manage the needle,” she added to make the thrust triple The 
sensation this caused hushed Senora Trepat with dangerous 
victory She knew what those quick glances at one another 
meant So the guild leader had really kept her promise to 
Doha Agata ’ Treason ^ Desposoris shut her mouth firmly, 
but Agata’s intoxicated soul rebelled at last, the months of 
patience and servitude to be revenged ^ 

“ So we went to Senora Fuster’s house together and 
arranged it” 

Double treason ^ Ignominy ^ Oh, wi etched arson among 
the scrolls of honour ^ 

The merciful chance that Guillermo should pass by, a 
bandage upon his wrist, released Senora Trepat from the 
nervous terrois of reaction Catching her glance, Guillermo 
came over to the group 

‘‘ Good afternoon, ladies, good afternoon, Doha Isabel ^ Is 
there any hope for me — am I still to languish for your favouis ” 

“ Guillermo I ” protested his mother 

“ Oh, nonsense, mother, everyone knows how I pme for 
Doha I^bel Sh ’ a secret ^ I’m going to learn to play the 
bandurria or the guitar, or both if my lady desires There 
shall be music m Old Post Street at mghts — say, will the 
watchman be jealous By the way, who are you hanging and 
quartering now, Mother ? ” Guillermo slipped an arm round 
Senora Trepat’s waist “ That reminds me, come along and 
be a dear, I want you to bandage up this wrist again ” 

“ Oh, Don Giuliermo, how what has happened to your 
wnst, oh, poor boy ^ ” Cantat could not permit that depar- 
ture, they knew quite well how the injury had been caused 
Doha Cantat, how indelicate of you ^ How could you ask 
such a question in broad dayhght ” Guillermo glanced with 
stage malice at Isabel “ But I’ll tell you ^ Keep it a secret, 
especially from Don Serafino I dare hardly whisper it, but 
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someone — I shan’t say who — shut the window with a bang as 
I was dropping out . 

“ Guillermo ^ how dare you ^ ” Sehora Trepat shook her 
son’s arm from her 

There you go again, Mother, exposmg my pleasant fibs 
just when I was saving a lady’s honour 1 11 confess. Dona 
Desposons, the real truth is . that someone bit it There I 
Come along. Mother, and be a surgical darling Papa might 
want to lay it on the anvil if I ask him, and Julia’s stitching 
always comes undone ” 

Senora Trepat gasped a hasty “ Good afternoon ” as 
Guillermo half lifted her away 

As the pair turned into Cassadors Street the damned-up head- 
waters of comment lurched forward into a precipitous flood 
and as suddenly piled up hugely behind another dam Those 
grimly shut jaws reminded them of Desposoris’s comphcity. 

At last Isabel found a way out of the confusion 

“ Don Guillermo will have been to the doctor about the 
bullet in his wrist ” 

“ No, they took the bullet out, at least it wasn’t a bullet 
but a piece of stone,” Caritat corrected her friend “ La 
Vanguardia says that the University building is as much dis- 
figured by bullet marks as its traditions are by the red flag 
the students put up over it I think so, too, don’t you, Dona 
Desposons ^ ” 

‘‘ Scandalous,” ejaculated the leader with mystical fervour 

“ The civil guards were two hours storming the University 
according to La Vanguardia, they say that the students planned 
their meeting for the day before, that would be the 24th ” 

The 25th ” Desposons snapped the remark so fiercely 
that she frightened them 

And then this strike, they say it’s a protest If they don’t 
want to get shot they shouldn’t have meetings, I say Running 
up red flags * I agree with ‘ABC’ which says that the 
universities ought to be shut down again Red flags indeed ! 
Do they think the Spanish nation will hold with their anarchistic 
dreams ” 

“ They weren’t anarchists ” Desposons seemed equal to 
slaughtering both students and theme “ Though they might 
have been, considenng people seem to be introducmg 
anarchy into their very houses these days.” 
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** That’s so, ah, well, the world grows sadder for loss of the 
faith,” sighed Ambrosia “ I always think Don Serafino’s 
remark a good one, " By their fruits ye shall know them, by 
their fruits ye shall know them ’ ” 

And Don Gumersmd has quarrelled with Guillermo now 
I suppose that will be because of the students’ not They 
say he and the Englishman went down to the meeting 
together ” 

“ They quarrelled about the not then. It will do Doha 
Agata no good, Fm afraid I can’t see how she can hope to 
advance herself with a millstone like that round her neck ” 

“ No, Don Guillermo took his brother’s part,” Isabel was 
positive “ When Ricardo began to practise his music at 
home there was bound to be trouble I told Doha Cantat 
the same weeks before it occurred Don Gumersmd was away 
on this Torrellas business at the time and I said, ‘ Mark my 
words, Doha Cantat, but if Don Ricardo mtends to practise 
at home he’s taking the lion by the . . . ’ ” Isabel made a 
little looping movement with her head as if she were pickmg 
up a dropped stitch, “ m his den I mean, didn’t I now It 
isn’t so much the music that upsets Sehor Trepat as the place 
It’s to be played m, the place you know Don Gumersmd does 
not approve of music halls, although he doesn’t hear the 
Office as he should, I will say that for him To take music 
halls into Trepat House is a little too much, to my mind ” 

There was general assent to the statement that Trepat did 
not approve of music halls m Trepat House and then Gertrudis 
began 

“ Still It’s strange they should make so much of a little 
music * . ” and then allowed her sentence to go unfinished. 

“ Yes, it does seem a little strange.” 

« Very ” 

“ I shouldn’t think it could only be that. Dona Desposoris ” 

“ No ” 

- No ” 

"" Of course not ” 

It would hardly be that ” 

The negation flowed back to Dona Ambrosia who sighed 
with vexation Of course it wasn’t Ricardo’s music or 
Guillermo’s support of his brother or the students’ not that 
had caused the quarrel between father and son. Why didn’t 
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jertrudis leave them How irntatmg these checks were, 
lad not Gertrudis gone to Trepat House expressly to find 
3ut for herself what manner of person that German foreigner 
night be"? While Gertrudis had been at Trepat House the 
guarrel had broken out in Don Gumersind’s office Gertrudis 
bad lam Cantat under a bond of secrecy, so they could not 
very well discuss the matter while she remained 
It was some ten minutes before they could return to the 
question, and then, when Gertrudis had gone. Ambrosia 
sighed and remarked 

They do say it was about money they quarrelled.’* 

“ In a way, yes,” assented the leader 

“ It’s this new Torrellas contract Senora Trepat is always 
boasting about,” Cantat explained, smiling at Desposoris. 

Don Gumersmd has taken bond with a bank for twenty 
thousand pesetas — or so they say ” 

** He’s pledged himself. Dona Cantat, the moneylenders 
insisted upon Trepat House as security ” 

“ The bank ” Desposoris laid quiet emphasis on the word 
Justice before all things 

“ Well then, the bank But I know it was the house he 
pledged because Dona Gertrudis distinctly heard them. 
They’ve got to have a new workshop and new forges Dona 
Agata says they’ll be taking on two more smiths, a boy and 
two strikers as well The Torrellas restoration work was m 
the papers, so I suppose it is important, m a way ” 

Then to their surprise Senora Trepat appeared at the 
fountain with Catarina, mistress and servant earned pitchers 
which they proceeded to fill This occurred at the instant 
when Cantat and Isabel had already decided to set out for 
Old Post Street, which they did by walking m the opposite 
direction. Ambrosia greeted Catarina hesitantly and for 
answer received a nod and a violent Huy * ” 

The two guildswomen were left alone at the fountain. 
Desposons unclenched her jaws again Between her and 
Dona Agata no courtesy or gesture of acquaintance had passed. 
Well, let her go to the needlework party, it would soon be 
over and then, perhaps 

“ As Don Serafino says so well,” sighed Dona Ambrosia, 
‘‘ by their fruits shall ye know them, by their fruits. Dona 
Desposons ” 
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CANNIBAL MARCHIONESS 

A FEW mghts before the fateful municipal elections of 
April 12th Francis received a letter from Teresa, now m 
Mallorca He had first wntten to her only four days after her 
departure, with an interest that made him reflect upon his 
shirkmg of the letters he ought to have been wiitmg to 
Elizabeth and Lydia That problem seemed only less painful, 
Its terms had not yet sorted themselves out, and to write 
prematurely would only make matters worse 

As he read La Roja’s letter the images it evoked seemed to 
swell and fill the room with their beauty and fragrance 
Many times since her departure he had longed for her to 
return, her letter seemed almost a return , so strongly did it 
reflect her personality 

“ This is an island of rich colour,’’ she wrote, ‘‘ and I have 
seen nothing so lovely Behind the city towards Spam are 
blue-grey mountains and these at early mormng are pale gold 
There are dark green forests and when the sun bursts through 
the clouds that now pass over the island these forests glow 
suddenly very bright These woods of pine run nght down 
to the sea near the city and this sea is so very calm that m the 
little bays the grass grows right down to the water’s edge 
These tiny bays are bounded by pink and white rock and ojfif 
the shore are small islands upon which nothing lives save the 
seagulls What pleases me most is the grass with tall lilies 
among it , growing right down to the lapping water It is so 
peaceful — though I ought not to want peace while you are 
struggling 

“ The other day we climbed Galatzo, a mountain whose tip 
one can see from a steep little street near the cathedral here in 
Palma I have neglected to find out the name of the street 
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Dr. Manscal and a friend took me with them on the tram to 
Establiments and then we walked through orange and lemon 
gardens with date palms in them bearing strings of fruit as 
brown as bees Many of these gardens had white walls round 
them with iron gates painted black 

“ In a forest there was a la»*ge flock of sheep and these the 
shepherds drove down on to the load behind us It was very 
pleasant to hear the bells folio wang us for as we turned corners 
they died away and then giew loud as the sheep turned also. 
Beside the road there were forget-me-nots and lilies and marsh- 
mallows and fine milkworts that v/e used to call ‘ dairymaids ’ 
but much taller and more beautiful Dr Manscal is careful 
to instruct me on all these things 

“ At Puigpunent, which may mean ‘ the western peak,’ we 
took guides One of the guides, a young man who had been to 
college, walked with me 

“ I wish to ask you a question, comiade, about the guide 
I would hke your answer to be general When we left the 
guide he wanted to kiss me He was very nice all day and I 
liked him He told me all sorts of mterestmg things, some of 
which I fear must be mistaken I let him kiss me and I should 
like to know whether this is wrong from a revolutionary stand- 
point I think It may be ” 

He derived some comfoit from hex nai\e question, she could 
not be worrying over him too much, it seemed , and then he 
read on with definite relief 

“ I wish to thank you for your letter I love you, Francis, 
but I realize that we should not be always happy together 
You must also remam free for duty’s sake Now, comrade, I 
cannot be really happy here because I am cut off from our 
movement There are a few communists here but they are 
more mterested in Esperanto and things like that than m 
practical revolution So that when I return to Barcelona I am 
going to work with you and the others With that and the 
studies you have put before me I shall be happy and you need 
have no anxiety 

‘‘ You will see that I have not described the view from the 
top of the mountam That is because I am following the rule 
which you gave me for the article I am writing, never to under- 
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take a thing which is too difficult or which I cannot put into 
simple sentences 

‘‘ Comrade Martinez tells me that you are working too much 
and that we are now strong m the syndicates He appears to 
be piogressing with his studies I enjoy some of his writing 
very much 

“ Please repiy to the new address when I send it, we are 
going to a place near Pollensa to-morrow 

"" With comradely love, 

‘‘ Teresa Campos y Rivat ” 

The last sentence made him feel strangely lonely, her 
previous letters had been descriptions of Andiaitx and Palma 
and of the houses in which they had stayed, and not to know 
precisely where she was aroused vague feelings of loneliness 

The article on Labour Songs of High Catalunya she sent in 
another packet She had given the words of about a dozen 
songs with biief notes as to the occasion of their singing, there 
were a few reaping songs, a ploughing song, a winnowing song, 
one for threshing peas, another for guiding an ox-cart along a 
good flat load when the wheels did not squeak enough to keep 
the beasts properly awake, and finally the verses she had sung 
on Sant Lloren9 To these last she added the note “ This 
represents a state of goodness which as yet the workers have not, 
but It must be considered an ideal, for society must learn not 
to destroy life wantonly Thoughtless destruction destroys 
the balance of nature ” 

I The clean imagery of her letter excited him and unexpectedly 
Inade him think of England, of the blue-green Wiltshire hills 
among whose islands of gorse the red Tom Thumb peered 
innocently from the turf, the grass of the little orchard he had 
inherited from his father, jewelled with the red and yellow 
windfalls after the cloudy autumn gales How peaceful the 
summer months in that orchard had been, hving m the ram- 
shackle shed where they had stored the old plough gear, and 
how preludiai The free play of imagination placed Teresa 
m that context, and he watched her among the wry-hmbed 
trees picking up the wet fruit, holding up a finger as the black- 
bird whistled or pointing with suppressed excitement at Mrs 
Ransome, the old mother hedgehog, and her three young ones 
no bigger than cotton reels, who came at evening for milk and 
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bread But Teresa would not be speaking English^ be reabzed 
suddenly, and then the orchard became surcharged with dis- 
comfort, for the only woman w^ho had seen Mis Ransome, 
the hedgehog, not the postmistress, or gathered wmdfalls with 
him, was Elizabeth, one week-end in October. 

He picked up the article and set out for Alonso’s rooms on 
New St Francis Street , the meeting at the New World Boxing 
Stadium oiganized by the anarchist elements withm the 
syndicates would now be over 

At Martinez’s rooms he found Texido, Isidro and Vilanova. 
Isidio was bubbling with excitement while the others appeared 
rather anxious 

“ Hola 1 Alonso not back yet ” he questioned 
No, he ought to be m any minute now, there was trouble 
and we had to separate ” 

What happened, police spies ” 

“ No, I’ll explain,” replied Vilanova “ The principal 
speakers of course weren’t over-adveitised, nobody was trusting 
Alfonso’s guarantee of immunity Pestaha and Peiro spoke 
out of the ciowd, they put the lights out round them so the 
spies shouldn’t see them They took the usual line, the workers 
must not vote, abstention from politics was the dutj’’ of the 
workers, and so on Weil, that speakmg from the crowd gave 
us an idea . 

“ Alonso thought of it,” interjected the dwarf mdignantiy 

“ That’s rigiit,” Vilanova continued. “ We were m the 
gallery, Martmez climbed up a standard and put out the lights 
round us Tex signalled to the factions on the floor to take the 
new line and then began a speech of his own The mutts on 
the platform weren’t classy enough to handle a situation like 
that and there looked like being a shmdy, only Pestana butted 
m and asked the crowd to listen to us. Very decent of him, 
I think Well, Tex gave them an outline of your Marxist 
lectures on the events since 1812, and then a little bit of the 
Theory of the State That went home 

"" We must have meetings of our own at once, we had the 
place on tip-toe However, there was no time to wind up 
properly, for a gang of anarchists drew guns on Isidro who was 
keeping guard m the corridor, and we had to call the faction 
out of the gallery The anarchists, lads mostly, were waiting 
for us at the bottom of the stairs with pistols drawn, so after 
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discussing a cavalry charge which would have meant trouble all 
round. . . 

“ They 'vsere only youngsters,” objected Isidro, “we could 
have frightened them by shouting ” 

“Yes, shortarse here shoved two rubbish bins down the 
steps and one was so scared that he fired We spht up and 
dodged back into different parts of the gallery and came out 
with the crowd. Mai tmez took Isidro’s gun so that he shouldn’t 
be tempted He ought to be here soon,” concluded Vilanova 
a little anxiously 

They continued the conversation for half an hour and then 
to their rehef Alonso arrived His delay had been unrelated 
to the incident m the New World, ,he explained, and then 
threv/ a cheap Eibar revolver on the table 

“ Here’s your gun, Shorty,” he remarked. “ I thought I 
told you the rule was to be observed, no guns to be carried ” 
The dwarf sulked without answer “ However, Fve got a 
better one,” Martinez said and laid a chromium-plated 
automatic of large calibre on the table 

“ What’s the idea ” asked Texido suspiciously 
“ When I dodged into my part of the gallery I found I’d got 
mto the wrong bedroom, so to speak It’s a good thmg I had 
that article of Isidio’s or the naughty young m.an who followed 
me m might not have handed over that beauty ” 

“You mean you’d ’a been cold ham,” grunted the dwarf, 
“ You ought to give me that pistol ” 

“ Bloody httle pirate — ^you know as well as I do it’s too early 
to be thinkmg about weapons Put it out of sight and touch, 
then,” Alonso fimshed, giving Isidro the pistol 
A httle before xmdnight Alonso and Francis sat down to 
discuss the contents of the current number of the Bulletin, the 
journal bemg issued by the Centre 

“ Here is Valls’s survey of the land problem,” began the 
Mmcian, “and here Texido’s discussion of the Immanence 
and Emmanence of God, along the Imes of his criticism of 
Miro. He takes the view that a purely Emmanent God is no 
god at all and that the existence of an Immanent one is m- 

capable of proof Have 1 ah a 

Republic of 1873 ” 

“Yes I’ve brought it4 along T^M^s^&ftlcle on 
Labour Songs ” 
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Wbat^s It like ” 

Oh, good She also is taking lessons from me, I shall 
have a large flock of grammatical disciples soon.” 

“ How IS the girl, Francis ” 

“ Quite well, she’s anxious to be back m order to work with 
us They’ve moved over to Poilensa by now ” 

‘‘ Have you got the address I suppose the post-office will 
send letters on to her from Andraitx ” 

‘‘ She’s not at Andraitx now, she’s been m Palma for the last 
fortnight They send letteis on all right, though. She writes 
about you m her letters to me ” 

‘‘ Yes ^ ” 

You get nine marks out of ten She says you are pro- 
gressing and that she enjoys some of your writing ” 

“ I see Now about this survey of Valis, it’s too long . 
After a while Alonso produced a sheaf of manuscript from 
the table drawer and caressed the tip of his nose “ This is 
my stuflT, chico, I’d hoped for more time, for I’ve been trying 
to turn out a satire on the Marchioness of Navacerrada that 
would really stand reading, something rubbed up with pumice, 
as one might say ” 

“ Why the Marchioness ” 

“ Don’t you remember her Oh, no, you wouldn’t She 
was the organizer of that pilgrimage of pregnant women to the 
Royal Palace of Madrid ” 

A pilgrimage of what ” 

“ Yes, she led a demonstration of Spanish-Mothers-Shortly- 
To-Be before the Palace to pay homage to Alfonso XIII m the 
name of the unborn generation ” 

‘‘ Man alive, it’s impossible ” 

“ Is It Not in Spam I’ve the clipping in my scrap- 
book ” The Murcian produced the book m which he pasted 
cuttings likely to serve as material for satires The account 
was strictly accurate Alfonso XIII, in a flne gesture of 
spiritual fatherhood, had emerged on to the balcony and stood 
while the prospective mothers satisfied their gaze 

‘‘ Well, that’s something past believing But when did this 
occur It seems rather odd, this cutting ” 

“ It’s three or four years old, but I hadn’t intended to use 
that See this one That’s from a paper of last week, and 
this IS her photograph, bit of a heavyweight, isn’t she ” 
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Francis read the cutting It referred to a concert which the 
lady had given in aid of Catholic missions , she had asked them 
to remember there were still cannibals m the world and to give 
freely 

“ Your verses then, chico^ let’s look at them ” 

He could not restrain an exclamation of surprise as he read 
the satire Despite errors of verbal mood and spelling it 
already possessed a polish of the kind the Latm satirists had 
achieved, a precision that defies translation An hour’s 
wresthng with refractory words perfected it It read : 

To the Marchioness of Navacerrad-^^ 
who would redeem cannibals 

Your presence regal y vasty marmot eaU 

( Your fronty ladpy was most magnificent 0 
To your kind wordSy suitably chosen. 

Some grace sub -apostolic fervour lent. 


For these are in a special plight of soul, 
Salvationess, they do consume men^s flesh,'"' 

{I saw your shuddering bosom's sea-like toll ) 

‘‘ These must be gathered in Saint Peter's mesh '* 

Dear Lady, then are you in grievous state ' 
Regarding your begemmed magnificence 
I fear the net will break with excess weight 
Befoie your luckless fisher drag you hence 


For that deft cannibalism your wit contrives 

Not sacrifice avails, nor sacraments 

That jewelled throat has gorged a thousand rents. 

That glittering paunch has stuffed a hundred lives 

“ And these others are also for the Bulletin ” asked Francis 
taking up two of the other sheets 

‘‘ No, that’s stuff I’ve turned out for my own amusement 
You know how a chap gets, you have to do it or you’d spill 
your tnpes What to say about that couple or what the chaps 
would think of me I don’t know ” 
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Mountain Noon 

The white-robed mist that climbed the hilVs bwad stair. 

Has fled the day like any robeless maid 
Like a young god with bright limbs bare 
The sun bestrode the ridge's palisade 
These three hours past Before his stare 
The little pine draws in her skirt of shade 

‘‘ I say, this is something new m Spanish poetry, Alonso ” 

“ Pull the other bloody spar, that one’s got a bell on it ” 

“ I mean it, it’s a little like Machado, but more regular.” 

The other was longer, and as he read its curiously ordered 
verses it seemed to Francis that he had read the poem before, 
which was clearly impossible 


The Well 

Was It for thirst of the body or of earth 
that he labour ed who dug the well ^ 

The stone-channelled stream slides near it 
and pulls strongly at the points of grasses 
that of the green crowd bend over , 
the lush grass half hides the little stone well 


Was It for thirst of the trees or the flowering plants 
that he carved its stone who delved its pit ^ 

Graven saints look through the well-head lilies, 
to the south stone grape -bunches ripen 
m Its panels, on the north they crumble 
The wooden bucket has long since disappeared 


For thirst of his vines, his beasts, or the bu ds ^ 
that he moulded the well-cord"' s ebony post, 
carving “ Hail Mary ” upon its cwss beam 
The bucket has gone but the chained cup still hangs, 
the words upon its brim are not lip -worn 
The hidden step is still level and firm 
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Lilies stand round it and run to the well 

like little child} en to peer into its depths 

there is gieen moss in its widening crevices 

Its SIX sides are as white as the lilies 

or the blossom which the watching fruit trees scatter, 

counting the springs the solitary well has endured 

What usage the well had words do not say , 

It is not written upon the lettered rim 
It was for thirst ■‘quenching, even the stupid 
may understand this, perceiving its loveliness. 

By the well I linger, with long gaze slaking 

the same thirst he had who digged and built the weh. 

‘‘Yes, that’s better still, Alonso, though it’s an old stanza 
form ” 

“ Don’t you hke it ? It’s an experiment. I’ve done lots 
more ” 

Francis read the poem again, its curious prose-like rhythm 
seemed familial, all of its images, too, though the thought was 
new He puzzled a moment and then smiled as he realized 
that the well had been described by Teresa in one of her first 
letters from Mallorca , many of the phrases were hers, “ pulls 
the points of the grasses,” “ the grass half hides the little 
well ” “ The saints peep through the lihes ” she had written 

to him m one of her earlier letters She had commented on 
the odd position of the well, upon the bank of a stream He 
smiled again as he saw that the girl must have economized 
effort and used the same letter to Martinez, at least in part 
She ought to make a good revolutionary, he reflected That 
had been sent from Andraitx where they had first stayed 

“ The city poems you asked me for are beyond me as yet,” 
the Murcian remarked as Francis prepared to leave “ I want 
to do them, it’s the only thing I want to do, but they won’t 
come clear, I get tempted to do allegories whenever I try and 
that’s all — -just an easy way out of difiiculties.” 
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CONFUSION OF LYDIA 

The day of the elections, when the Centre was working at white 
heat m support of the Republican candidates, that being the 
agreed tactic, Francis received a letter from Ehzabeth She 
had enclosed a number of programmes and press notices of 
recitals given by Lydia, with whom indeed her letter was 
largely concerned The programmes and cuttings he scanned 
— they were pamful readmg to a musician At the Wigmore 
Hall she had once more played a Mozart Sonata, in conjunction 
with some Scarlatti and then Op 17 of Schumann, “ CarnavaL” 
This she had repeated m Pans, and the French cntics fell foul 
of both the Mozart and the Schumann He had no respect 
for the cntiCS in general, but Caivocoressi, hitherto respectful 
of Lydia’s piaymg, and m whom he had confidence despite that 
critic’s excessive partiahty for the moderns, had given a reasoned 
objection to her performance The Mozart she had emptied 
of all sentiment while the Schumann she had alternately dried 
up into a purely formal presentation or overloaded with the 
most obvious romanticism 

At Edinburgh she had abandoned ail her earher reserve and 
had given the Hammerclavier It had been a failure, appar- 
ently, though the critics of that city would not have understood 
the work , no Scot could hope to understand Beethoven 
Other programmes presented the same bizarre features , even 
when as at her Brussels engagement she had executed one of 
her former programmes, and that by request of her Belgian 
agents, she had failed to please Despite this, however, three 
days later she had dehghted everyone by a bnihant performance 
of the Prokofieff Concerto No 4 The audience had been 
wildly enthusiastic about her piaymg of the concerto, and 
Lydia had excitedly written to Elizabeth concerning it, enclosing 
a notice 
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He had begun to read Elizabeth’s letter with some uneasiness, 
but this had disappeared almost at once The mtellectuai 
disruption of her first letter was no longer m evidence 

By the Old Gluepot’s infiuence, this was her alfectionately 
derisive name for her father, she had obtained a position with 
one of the units belonging to the Trust and was now lesearchmg 
mto colloids 

“ Picture me, Francis,” she wrote, a tiny intellectual ant 
struggling to carry a sticky particle of substance into that vast 
and complicated nest Who am I ^ What am I I suppose 
Fm docketed somewhere in the Staff Department And why 
colloids This IS one of the oddities of life, just because Dad 
deals in office mucilage and such-hke messes and can keep face 
before a manufacturer to whom he is distantly related, I am 
considered to be specially fitted for the job Gums and glues 
m the blood, I suppose, that’s how it comes to be thicker than 
water I hated the smell of the warehouse from the invoices 
upwards. So far as I can discover the majority of appoint- 
ments m this laboratory have been made that way The 
Scientific Selectivity of Free Engagement, I suppose, one of 
the virtues of Capitalism, just as Competition, that fair lady first 
seduced and then murdered by the big bold I C I , is still its 
guiding though now ghostly genius. But I ought to be grateful 
for a salary and comfortable laboiatory to work in I suppose. 

“ About yourself, Sancho We hear so httle — your short 
^articles m the Daily Worker no longei appear and you have 
"been too busy to write personally You’ll not want to be 
receivmg passionate lyrics of undying love just now, I know, 
for I can see from the Press that you will be busy 

“ Do you think I might write about Lydia She has played 
once or twice m London, but I have no chance to hear her 
She has sent me a complimentary ticket for her next engagement 
and I shall try to be present I don’t know what it is that 
keeps me so attached to L I barely knew her before Gray’s 
Inn Road, yet the truth is that I am really quite fond of her 
She’s awfully worried I think — ^though one can never tell with 
L unless she loses her temper. I am trymg hard not to hurt 
you, dear Sancho, but Lydia puzzles me at times. May I ask 
a scandalous question Is she really a musician ^ When I 
saw you two fightmg and swearing at one another like a couple 
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of stevedores I felt sick — I thought you had really found the 
woman you needed , the above may perhaps seem to you a 
strange question But when she came back from Brussels a 
group of her admirers, Harry and Esther, Noel, the Fair- 
weather brother and sister, Isaac Beinen and Pilate organized 
a little souee d'' acclamation at Esther’s place They mvited 
me also She played till they grew tired of music, with the 
exception of Harry, that’s never very long, by the vtay, and 
then she actually began to play some modern dance music. 
That isn’t enough to justify my question, I know I have taken 
all your Lutenists over to Esther’s because she has given me 
the use of her piano Then she seized your Alfonso Ferrabosco 
the Younger’s Book of Ayres and began to guy it, turning its 
tunes into what I suppose were one-steps and fox-trots Of 
course everybody egged her on, except Harry and Esther — 
dear girl 

‘‘ Pontius Pilate wanted a copy of the verses so I took one 
down for him Here’s one — some of them had rhymes but I 
wouldn’t do any more, little png that I am. This is No 18. 

“ If all these pretty ciipids 

Bf other ^ there ain^t no cupids now 

Were blind 

And plugged — their own — behinds 
With arrows (ta ta-ta ta-ta whoop 0 
What would their hot old mammy say ^ 

Old mammy Venus^ leaning at the door f 
Oh Pm so bloo-oo f What shall I do ^ 

Ciipid^ can you spare us a dime ^ 

** I hate the way men flatter her — but they get tired of that 
as well in the end Poor girl — she tried to make amends to 
Harry and myself — ‘ Now you two sit on the sofa and make 
love to one another while I look through Ferrabosco/ she said 
Francis, I believe she has no harmonic sense at all She said 
the final cadence of No 26 was just crudity She made it 
sound ‘ tiert ’ Do they use that word m the West Country ? 
It’s for when you bump your knee on the comer of the settee 
or bite your tongue I told her it ought to be sung I am 
sure It’s lack of harmonic sense, for she played through No 24, 

‘ Unconstant Love ’ She didn’t even notice that lovely bit at 
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id all those virtues ’ where an inversion of the choid of F 
Imor IS followed by one of G Minor. 

“ May I be permitted a bracket Since my last letter I’ve 
falsified several surds and one or two quadratics by crossing 
out the brackets If Papa purchases some glue that turns 
purple and explodes it will be because I’ve tampered with my 
professional woik as weE A bracket then 

(Ben Jonson is a kind of Hans Sachs of poetry isn’t he 
Now that passage of Ferrabosco isn’t an accident for there’s 
another at ‘ perfection dearly ’ that always makes me put my 
head on one side like a Queen’s Hall maiden, even with your 
funny playing, Sancho 

“ And then, odd giil, she got up in the mght like Schubert 
on the films and tried over our little Morley transcriptions 
quietly to herself It was lovely to hear those pianissimo 
sounds coming through the wall — and the ram on the window 
and sometimes the chimney cowl squeakmg Afterwards she 
came m to my room and talked awhile 


Later 

‘‘ My coda Beethoven himself sometimes puts new material 
m the coda. I am sorry I wrote as I did last time — I have 
longed to be able to recall it ever since You see — I gave it to 
Lydia to post and with regrettable promptitude she did so 
Ignore it, Sancho, I am better now But one thing I would 
like to repeat Will you some day tell me how you came to 
marry Angela No, I mean how you came to love her ^ 

“ Con amor, Elizabeth (Helston) ” 

This letter aroused very imxed feelings m him He was 
intensely relieved to see that Elizabeth had already got a grip 
upon herself On the other hand it was too evident that Lydia 
was losing her way m her art To piesent the Hammerclavier 
upon the strength of a first-rate handling of that baffling fugue 
alone was courting disaster He did not mmd her guying 
Ferrabosco , he had himself been gmlty of mvcAtmg a move- 
ment of the 75th Symphony of Tchaikovsky Eachrymose 
and Lugubrious To others that might be as great a sin 
But still — those programmes would be something to think 
about, when the time for private thought once more arnved. 

[end of volume one] 
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